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IA Letter from India Howell
 

As I sit down to write this 
piece so many images come to 
mind. I see the volunteers 
from Unite for Sight giving eye 
exams to all of our kids as well 
as 900 others in our area. (Unite 
for Sight is an American non­
profit organization focused on 
providing eye health in third 
world countries.) I see volun­
teers from Children ofTCInzania 
measuring 400 kids in our 
school for uniforms (the first 
new uniforms any of them 
have ever had!). I see 7 year 
old Jackie dashing across the 
lawn, wearing his yellow paper 
crown, trailing a red ribbon 
with our donated puppy, Win­
chester in hot pursuit. 

My most recent and poign­
ant image is the entire Standard 
7 class singing their hearts out 
on our front lawn during their 
graduation party. What a day 
that was! Our oldest, Stella 
just finished Standard 7­

primary school in September. 
Naturally I thought this event 
should be marked by a celebra­
tion so we invited all 37 mem­
bers of her class for a lunch 
party. Stella took over the 
decorations with her two best 
friends. They used every piece 
of fabric in the house, balloons 
and flowers to transform the 
kids' dining tent into a sort of 
Arabia-meets-Tanzania effect. 
We declared a no-limit-on­
batteries-day so that Stella's 
tape player could provide mu­
sic and atmosphere. The staff 
cooked for 2 days to prepare a 
lunch of pilau (spicy rice and 
meat dish), cole slaw, salad and 
cookies for the Standard 7 
class and their teachers. That 
was quite a sight! We bor­
rowed giant pots from the 
school and got wood from the 
plantation manager so that we 
could cook mountains of food. 
Each pot is about 3 feet across 
and the wooden spoons are 
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about 4 feet long! 

When the Standard 7 stu­
dents arrived at our house, they 
all formed up in a line and 
started to sing and I started to 
cry. It was the music of angels. 
These young kids were burst­
ing with promise and hope. So 
overjoyed at the honor ...... 
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Reflections From a Volunteer by Louise Lamphere 

One night volunteers, Andy 
and Hannah, and I were enjoy­
ing one of Raymond's famous 
eggplant Parmesan dishes 
when 13-year-old Stella walked 
into the room. She asked with 
a long face, "When is Mama 
coming home?" 

We had been anxiously 
awaiting India's return from 

her fundraising trip in the U.S. 
She had left in early April and 
by now it was late May. Since 
she wasn't expected home until 
June 15, we broke the news to 
Stella that unfortunately it 
wouldn't be for a couple more 
weeks. Stella apparently did not 
like this answer and shook her 
head searching for the right 

words, "No, don't say that. Say 
she's coming home soon." We 
were baffled by her response. 
Stella quickly caught onto our 
bewildered expressions and 
explained that in Tanzania you 
always give a positive outlook 
even if it's stretching the truth. 
At the time I was struck by the 
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Reflections from a Volunteer Continued
 

Louise Lamphere with Swedi, India and Saidi 

cultural nuance, however, it's now Stella's 
original question that I find most striking 
and comforting, "When is Mama coming 
home?" 

As a volunteer, 1 learned quickly 
that the orphanage does not function like 
an institution, it is always considered 
"home"; the kids are not orphans, they're 
brothers and sisters; and India, is their 
"Mama" and Peter, is their "Babu". The 
Rift Valley Children's Village is a family, 
and it's this feeling of family that I now 
miss most. Yes, I was technically a volun­
teer, but during my six-month stay I as­
sumed many different roles that befit a 
family of 17: mother, child, friend, doctor, 
patient, teacher, chef, psychiatrist, sanita­

tion worker, and wife. 

"Wife" was one of my 
more comical roles to 
play. It all 'started when 8 
year-old Benja, who is 
built like an Olympic ath­
lete-just 2 feet shorter-, 
greeted me at breakfast 
with, "Good morning, my 
wife". That night I 
walked into the boys' 
bunkroom to say good­
night and received a cho­
rus of "My wife, come 
hug-kiss." 

My age did not 
restrict the roles that I was 
able to play. Lucy, who 
reminds me of the Greek 
mothers in My Big Fat 
Greek Wedding, was always 
quick to adopt the role of 
mother and thus anyone 
around her became her 
child. One day I walked 
into the kitchen to find 
Lucy and Riziki helping 
Mama Habiba to clean the 
kitchen and bake a cake. 
While licking my lips and 
eyeing the batter, I said 
that I was really excited 

for the cake, because it is a rare occasion 
that one was made. Lucy looked up from 
the cups she was washing and said, "You 
no cook and now you want to eat. Plahhh!" 
And with that, she threw up her 9 year-old 
hands in disgust. 

One of the most rewarding roles 
to fulfill was that of teacher. I was fortu­
nate to be at the orphanage when most of 
the kids were just learning how to read. 
Helping James read his first book, Pip and 
Pop, was probably even more exciting and 
challenging for me than it was for him. If 
children become too frustrated when read­
ing, they will quickly shun it rather than 
embrace it. There was nothing more exhila­
rating than having James ask me repeatedly 
throughout the day when he could read 
with me again. 

My resume also now proudly dis­
plays my skills as chef, doctor, patient, sani­
tation worker, and psychiatrist. I developed 
my culinary talents by preparing 14 peanut 
butter and jelly sandwiches every morning. 
I praeuced my medical skills by religiously 
cleamng an old funza wound on Swedj's 
foot every day. In contrast, I willingly 
played the patient when I found funzas 
embedded i~ my foot. I honed my ability to 
effecuvely plck up Winchester's (the new 
puppy) poop every morning without leav­
ing a trace, smell or otherwise. 

Perhaps, the overarching role that 
best encompasses all of the above is 
mother. When India left, I quickly learned 
the responsibilities of a mother, because I 
was the one who had to fill them. She is the 
first one the kids call on when they fall 
down. She is the one to clean up after 
someone throws up. And, she is the re­
ceiver of endless pictures of Spiderman and 
Peter Pan. Before I volunteered at the 
orphanage, I never understood how a 
mother knew her children so well. Even 
after the first week, though, I learned that 
Khastawu only liked peanut butter sand­
wiches, and Juma and Baby India were 
lactose intolerant so they received juice 
every morning regardless of whether it was 
a milk or juice day. During the whole 
breakfast fiasco, we also managed to get 
James to eat his sandwich despite the fact 
that he had suddenly gotten sick of peanut 
butter and jelly (stands to reason after you 
have had it every single morning for the 
past year) and get Ismail through his three 
helpings (absolutely amazing since he came 
to the orphanage malnourished and now is 
quite a chubby little kid). 

I miss watching each child grow 
and change and interacting with them re­
gardless of my role. Working at Mama In­
dia's taught me how an endless supply of 
familial love can heal a traumatized past 
and ensure a child's future. 

Louise was a Princeton in Africa Fellow who 
spent six months volunteering at RVCY. She is 
now teaching French in NYC 
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[A letter from India Howell cont.
 

of being invited to a real party, all of them 
sang and danced. After lunch the kids 
danced and sang to Stella's tape player and 
then played soceer and volley ball. I taught 
the teachers how to play ping pong. These 
dear women, who had been so nervous and 
stiff all through the festivities, were sud­
denly whooping with laughter as they shot 
balls in every direction! It was great 
but add ping pong balls to the wish 
list! 

As 4:00 approached I started trying to 
bring things to a close. We had made up 
gifts for each student: notebook, pen, pen­
cil, toothbrush, toothpaste and candy. 
When I announced that I wanted to hand 

these out and then say goodbye they all 
begged to sing "one more song!" Well, 12 
songs later, we finally gave out the gifts and 
said good bye. They sang all the way to the 
gate and then stopped! They sang 4 more 
songs before passing through the gate and 
then sang all the way to the village! I don't 
think I have ever seen such collective hap­
piness. There were so many moments dur­
ing that day when I was quite sure that I 
am the luckiest person on the planet. Isn't 
life grand!! 

Jackson running with Winchester 

Education in Tanzania by N ano Chatfield
 

Since education is such an important part 
of our work in Tanzania we thought a brief 
overview of "how it all works" would be 
helpful for you. 

Education in Tanzania is modeled after 
the British system. What we refer to in the 
United States as 'grades' are 'standards' in 
Tanzania. Primary School begins with Stan­
dard 1 through Standard 7. Secondary 
School (Form 1 through 6) is equivalent to 
junior high and high school. What we refer 
to as public schools, Tanzania refers to as 
government schools. There are both pri­
vate and government schools in Tanzania; 
however, most of the private schools are in 
urban areas and not available in remote 
villages. In government primary schools the 
classes are taught in Swahili. Often in pri­
vate primary schools classes are taught in 
English. All secondary schools, both pri­
vate and public are taught in English. 

Currently we have 11 children enrolled 
in Geytighi Primary School, a government 
school; this number will increase to ap­
proximately 100 children in 2007. There are 
currently 444 students enrolled in Geytighi 
Primary School and there are 7 teachers. In 
an effort to improve this ratio our volun­
teers have been teaching English, Art and 
Music at Geyteghi. They are welcomed 

and appreciated beyond measure. Addition­
ally we have hired two Tanzanian Assistant 
Teachers, for Standards 1 and 2. 

The process for students matriculating 
into secondary schools is an involved one. 
At the end of Standard 4, students take a 
national examination which they must pass 
in order to enter Standard 5. In Standard 7 
students take a national examination which 
they must pass in order to apply for gov­
ernment secondary school. Last year, 
twelve Standard 7 students from Geytighi 
Primary School passed this examination, 
but only 3 of these students were able to 
attend government secondary schools be­
cause their families could not pay the costs 
and/or because they could not get a space 
in a secondary school. 

For most students in Tanzania, espe­
cially those living in remote areas, boarding 
school is the only option for their secon­
dary education. (It costs about $500 for a 
student to attend a government secondary 
school.) Every village is part of a ward 
(similar to a county) and the Tanzanian 
government expects each ward to build a 
secondary school for the children of their 
ward. However some wards cannot afford 
to build these schools. In these cases stu­
dents who pass the exam must go to pri­

vate school or try to find a free space in a 
government secondary school in a different 
ward. 

We plan to send our children to private 
secondary schools. This costs approxi­
mately $750 a year per student. It is our 
belief that the quality of education at these 
private secondary schools is superior to the 
government secondary schools and there­
fore is well worth the additional cost. 

The Tanzanian school year begins in 
January and ends in November. There are 
four breaks during the school year: the 
entire month of December and June as well 
as one week for Easter in April and another 
one week vacation in September. 



Uniforms
 
for One and All!
 

All Tanzanian schools require children 
to wear uniforms. The problem is that 
most Tanzanians can't afford uniforms. 
The result is that children usually arrive at 
school wearing ragged uniforms that have 
been passed down for generations. In ad­
dition, they rarely have a school sweater or 
shoes so in the cold months (April through 
August) they are cold cold cold. 

Last spring I received an email from 
Susan Rohrer of the Children of Tanzania 
nonprofit organization. She had heard of 
me through a mutual friend and was won­
dering if I knew of any children who didn't 
have proper school uniforms. Holy 
smokes!! Did I! So we hatched a plan. In 
mid July Susan and her friend Rosarii 
Falvey came to our village and measured 
the 400 children in Standards 1 through 6 
at Geyteghi Primary School for new uni­
forms. But don't stop there. They also 
included funds for shoes, socks and sweat­
ers for each of these kids. 

Just imagine what this does for these 
children's self esteem--not to mention-­
being warm for the first time in their lives. 
Both are critical to learning and absorbing 
information while at school. So another 
happy ending for our efforts and our vil­
lage. Thank you Children ofTanzania!! 

IConstruction Update 

I know I've said this a million times 
before, but if feels so good, I just need to 
say it one more time. Construction has 
started!! 

I still feel a bit faint every time I go 
down to the site to see the progress. We 
are now building 3 children's houses and 
the executive volunteer house. The foun­
dations are complete, the slabs poured and 
the walls are going up. We are hoping that 
these buildings will be ready for occupancy 
by the end of the year. Then we will open 
two of the children's houses for 24 new 
children. Two of our long term volunteers 
will move into each house along with two 
Tanzanian housemothers. The third chil­
dren's house will become a temporary of­
fice as well as home for Peter Leon, our 
Assistant Director and our two staff social 
workers, Agael and Jonathan. This will 

Children at Geyteghi Primary School. Update on MwasitiJuma-Two years 
ago Mwasiti graduated #2 in her class from 
secondary school. (She is the first woman 
in her family to graduate from secondary 
school.) From school she went to work 
for a safari company in Arusha. While 
there, she got to know one of our volun­
teers, Meredith Bowen. After first meeting 
one another, they knew they had one thing 
in common. They both wanted to go to 
law school. Thanks to Meredith's hard 
work and fundraising efforts Mwasiti 
started law school in September at Tumaini 
University in Iranga, TZ and Meredith is 
attending Case Western in Cleveland, 
Ohio. Congratulations to both of them!! 

ensure that we have lots of 'eyes' on these 
new children and lots of arms for hugging 
and laps for cuddling. 

We have been busy collecting quilts, 
ordering furniture and interviewing possi­
ble housemothers. We still cannot believe 
our hopes and dreams for Tanzania's 
neediest children are actually coming true!! 

More Construction: 

When we discovered that our neighbors in 
Campi Nairobi village did not have any 
form of sanitation, we initiated a joint 
venture to correct this problem. TCF is 
providing materials: bricks, cement, roof­
ing sheets and the villagers are providing 
all of the skilled and unskilled labor, to 

construct pit latrines and bathing rooms 
for the 800 people who live in this village. 
This will help prevent outbreaks of chol­
era and dysentery which are common 
when no proper facilities are available. 

IAsante Sana!!! I 

Since April of this year we have had a host 
of new volunteers pass through our doors 
and through our hearts. Thank you again 
and again for giving so much of yourselves! 

Thank you Hannah Pajolek, Osterville, 
MA; Blake Ellis, Ketchum, ID; John 
McNeal, Ketchum, ID; Laura Douglas, 
Nelson, Canada; Annie Preis, Los Angeles, 
CA; Jessie Cronan, Winchester, MA; Mike 
Kutner, Winchester, MA; Donna, Molly 
and Harry Storer, Sherborn, MA; Cynthia 
Fraser and Cat Gallager, Sherborn, MA; 
Meredith Evans, Haverford, PA; Erica 
Southern, Seattle, WA; Adrian Umeh, Chi­
cago, IL; Roz Echols, Seattle, WA; Ashley 
Frichette, Boston, MA.; Meredith Evans, 
Haverford, PA. 

Another thank you!! 

Inspired by India's slide show at The Bald­
win School in Bryn Mar, PA last June, four 
enterprising 7 year old girls set up a lemon­
ade stand to raise money for our children! 

Thank you to Abigail Andrews, Rachel 
Zachian, Madeleine Brill-Edwards, Molly 
McCarthy with the help of their younger 
brothers, Alexander Andrews and Nicholas 
Brill-Edwards. 


