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Tanzania - Kazunzu Village of Hope: Arrival 
 
After three flights from Glasgow via Dubai and Dar Es Salaam, we arrived in Mwanza to be 
met by Louise and Seonaid from the Vine Trust. We were introduced to Pastor Samuel 
Limbe, Elly and Joseph, who were to be our Tanzanian guides and friends during our trip. 
We were very weary and glad at last to be able to get some sleep in a proper bed. 
 

 Tanzania - Kazunzu Village of Hope: Day One 
 

We woke in Mwanza to a bustling city ready for a day’s 
trade. From the hotel we could see shops and stalls 
displaying their wares on the street. Immediately 
outside the entrance to the hotel there were hundreds 
of brightly coloured buckets stacked along the side wall 
of a shop; why so many we wondered? Little did we 
know then that buckets would become a daily part of 
our lives over the next few weeks.  
 

Before leaving we had an opportunity to see a little of Mwanza and were excited to get our 
first glimpse of Lake Victoria and the famous rock formation known as Bismarck Rock. Lunch 
was at the Tilapia Hotel which was quite luxurious and enjoyable, but not the real Tanzania 
we were soon to experience. 
  
The remainder of the day was spent travelling to Sengerema 
where we were to stay as our base town (travelling by bus and 
then 30 minutes on a ferry and another bus journey). The 
Mwanza AICT choir (African Inland Church of Tanzania) had 
generously given us their bus for the time we were in 
Tanzania. The views on the ferry across Lake Victoria were just 
stunning.  
 
When we reached Sengerema, we stopped at the PN Hotel, our home for the next eleven 
days. It was brightly painted on the outside and was reminiscent of the children’s sweets 



“flumps”. We were greeted by Pendo, Pastor Samuel’s wife, and Betty the Hotel manager, 
both of whom made us most welcome. The allocation of rooms was interesting – some had 
rooms with hot showers, some with cold showers; some with western toilets, some with 
“drop” toilets. Douglas was initially aggrieved to find he had been allocated the only room 
with BOTH a cold shower and a drop toilet, but soon cheered up when he learnt that he 
would have a bucket of hot water delivered every morning! But even so it was a level of 
comfort that the majority of the people of Sengerema could only dream of.  
 
Our hotel was situated just off the main road in the area where they dried the rice which 
was laid out on big sheets on the ground. The women who worked there welcomed us every 
day with big smiles and cheers. One of them seemed to be particularly keen to find a 
husband from the more “rotund” members of the team! 
 
 

Tanzania - Kazunzu Village of Hope - Day 2 
 
Finally it was the day to make our way to the site where the Kazunzu Village of Hope will be 
built.  Firstly we had a quick walk up the main road in Sengerema to start building 
relationships and to gently let the people of Sengerema know that the Mzungus (white 
people) were in the Mwanza district to help the community. 
 
The journey took us one hour and twenty minutes each way – as James pointed out the 
same as a journey from Falkirk to Dundee and back each day! The road to the site was in 
parts very long and straight, bumpy and dusty, very much as some of us had imagined 
African roads to be (too many Wilbur Smith books read!) However before our journey to the 
site began we made the first of several daily “shopping” stops. Guess what for - BUCKETS !  
 

Our arrival in Kazunzu was greeted with 
local dancing and singing and a welcome 
from the Elders / Pastors / Commissioners  
from the district. As AICT are the key 
partners with the Vine Trust on this project, 
senior representatives from AICT also 
attended.  It was quite a ceremony! We 
were asked to introduce ourselves and 
played our part by saying The Lord’s Prayer 
and singing “Amen Siakidumisa”.  

 
Bishop Dr Peter Kitula led a short service of dedication and Iain 
presented a commemorative plaque. We then processed down 
to the site where symbolic foundation stones were laid. The 
fundis (Tanzanian tradesmen) had already been working hard 
for a few days and the foundations were almost complete.  All 
of this took up some time but we were already learning that 
everything had to be done in Tanzanian time – “pole pole” – 
slowly slowly! 



 
Water had been pumped from the lake into a reservoir but still 
had to be carried about 300 yards up the hill in individual 
buckets as the second generator was not working to pump it 
up to the holding well next to where the two houses were 
going to be built. This was to be our first real task on site. 
 
 But the Tanzania 12 were only the Tanzania 11. Where was 
Glenn? We then heard children shouting and laughing and saw 
Glenn, now taking on the role of the Pied Piper, leading a large 
group of children down the main avenue. He had one 
youngster on his shoulders and was playing a sort of “What’s 

the Time Mr Wolf?” game as he led his young followers down the road. Lots of the children 
helped us as we formed a human chain to pass the buckets of water. 
 
Before we left for our return bus ride to Sengerema (the journey that Elly, our guide, called 
'An African Massage' because of the constant vibration, bouncing off pot holes and 
negotiating boulders) we played football and catch ball  with the children and teenagers 
who had come from miles around to welcome us to Kazunzu. We enjoyed this as it was our 
first real interactions with the people of Kazunzu. 
 
 

Tanzania - Kazunzu Village of Hope - Day 3 
 
Breakfast was a carb / protein packed start to the day as now work would start in earnest. 
Today we had yet another shopping stop - this time for pick axes and handles! 

 
On arrival the first task was again to 
move more water from the bottom 
well up to the top well by hand as the 
generator to pump the water was still 
not working - BUCKETS once more. 
Some of the children who visited us, 
and wanted to help, put us to shame 
by carrying twice as much on their 
heads!  
 

We also helped carry smaller stones to fill in the foundations. The fundis needed sand 
urgently to continue making cement which was smashed out by Jean and Jamie and others 
in the team in double quick time. Another task for our BUCKETS was to move the cement to 
where it was needed. We also moved some building blocks nearer to where the fundis were 
working and shifted boulders which were in the way. 

 
Iain and James had made a start (in the morning) to the Cairn 
at the top of the hill overlooking the area where the village 
would be. The thought behind the cairn was that it would hold 
a plan of the village so that anyone standing looking out to 
Lake Victoria could match the plan to what they were looking 
at below them.  Jamie and Glenn joined Iain and James in the 
afternoon when some machete work was required along with 



smashing of boulders with hammers to create smaller stones for the cairn. The foundations 
of both houses were also finished on day three of the build. 
 
Thanks to Catherine we had learned a few words of Swahili but that evening Elly gave us 
more phrases and the etiquette of giving and receiving greetings. We were all now quite 
good at the first song he had taught us “Jambo Bwana” so he made an attempt to teach us 
another called “Tanzania, Tanzania” – this one was a bit more of a challenge!  
 

 
Tanzania - Kazunzu Village of Hope - Day 4 
 
The day before, it had been a slight struggle trying to split the granite like boulders into 
smaller bits so en route we made another shopping stop at the local B&Q to pick up a heavy 
duty sledge hammer before making our way to Kazunzu. 
 
This was also the day we met our friendly lady police officer for the first time. Police were 
pulling traffic over and inspecting vehicles and checking we were wearing seatbelts. This 
became quite a regular occurrence but it was usually just to say “good morning” to the 
Mzungus. She did however follow us one day and asked us to stop again – there seemed to 
be some concern about us taking photographs of the police check point, but after some 
discussion she ended up posing for photographs! 
 
Once again more water was required in the top reservoir. So while Morag and David 
untwisted the hose, James and Glenn fetched the generator. We began in the usual way 
with a chain of BUCKETS to ferry the water. This time we were helped by two local ladies 
carrying the buckets on their heads as well as one in their hands. The shout then went up 
that the pump was working - hooray! However not for long as the join in the hose pipe split 
apart drenching Glenn completely and wetting David’s feet. The children immediately ran 
for buckets to collect the water gushing out. This reminded us that water is a very precious 
commodity in Tanzania; indeed along our route to the site we saw several stand pipes and 
wells which were the only water sources for local people and we would often see the 
women carrying the family’s water for the day in a bucket on their head. How easily we turn 
on taps and waste water in our own homes. A lesson learned hopefully.  
 

Finally, the second compressor sparked to life and instead of it 
taking hours to hand ball water in buckets and not getting very 
far, it took only 10 minutes to completely fill it up. This allowed 
the Tanzania Twelve to get on with other important tasks and 
to speed up the build. Morag called a local taxi (fundi with a 
wheel barrow) who happily pushed her up the hill! 
 
Most of the team cracked on with providing the fundis with 
buckets of water for mixing cement, transferring sand by 
wheelbarrow on a 500 metre round trip from the top of the 
road to the houses and helping with laying the metal support 
on top of the foundations to strengthen the structure. 

 
 Jamie and Glenn now had a 'proper hammer' and set to work smashing the boulders into 
smaller pieces to give to James and Iain to keep building the cairn. As a finishing touch to 
the access to the cairn, they set about levelling out the ground and creating an entrance 



path. They worked with John, one of the fundis, whose favourite phrase sounded like 
“wakey, wakey” but apparently that meant “put it there” not “stop lying in the sun 
sunbathing”! 
 
By this time Jamie was sporting a very interesting get up of “I cannot be bothered washing 
my work clothes and it has now got to the stage that there is no point putting on clean work 
clothes.” 
 
 

Tanzania - Kazunzu Village of Hope - Day 5 
 
It was Saturday and we had been in Tanzania for five days already. There was not a cloud in 
the sky at 6:45am and we knew it was going to be a very hot day at Kazunzu. Plenty of 
suncream, hats and water required! 
 
On parts of the journey to and from Kazunzu, there were moments when we noticed a large 
gulf in wealth where there would be a very new, very plush house built right next to what 
you would sadly describe as a very small mud / brick hut.  
 
It was market day at some of the villages and what struck us was 
the amount of people who were at the side of the road trying to 
get to the nearest village. Bicycles, loaded with goods to sell, 
were so heavy that the only way to move forward was to get off 
and push. Others were walking with buckets, sacks etc on their 
heads / shoulders and we couldn't help wondering how many 
miles they had already walked before we passed them as the 
roads seemed to be never ending. Extraordinary determination! 
 

When we first arrived, the children in the villages were slightly wary of 
us as we passed by in our bouncy but sturdy bus, however this was the 
day when we felt that we were beginning to be accepted as the children 
ran hundreds of metres from their homes to the side of the road to 
wave and say ‘hello’ and then very quickly shouted 'bye, bye, bye, bye, 
bye' as we passed them. They may have picked this up from us during 
the first few days when we were saying cheerio for the day.  At one 
house in particular the little lad who came out had a different cry. He 
would shout “make a picture, make a picture!”  Wherever we went 
children and adults were keen to have their photographs taken and they 
would giggle when they saw themselves. The children at the building 
site were also showing more confidence being around us. 

 
More blocks needed to be moved and Isabel got stuck in straight way with her favourite 
wheel barrow! It was good to see the start of the walls of the houses going up and beginning 
to take shape. The fundis didn't know what had hit them once the Tanzanian Twelve were in 
full swing, making sure that they always had the right building materials at the right time! If 
we started to flag, cantor Douglas was always ready to lead the communal singing; “The 
Welly Boot Song” being one of his favourites with a few oldies from the 60’s thrown in! 
Indeed on one occasion just before the blocks started to fly along the line, James thought a 
quick “Strip the Willow” might provide a suitable warm up! 



 
The cairn was well on its way now and James had bought white tiles 
to stick onto the wooden cross on the front of the cairn, however “Mr 
Fix Anything” trusted only himself to cut the tiles at the tile shop and 
asked to use the man’s tile cutter!  
 
Needing some supplies for Monday, Elly, our guide, took some of us 
into the heart of Sengerema to the main market area, which was the 
first time anyone from our group had ventured further than a few 
hundred yards from the hotel or the bus. 
 

The sights and sounds were amazing; the fruit market was packed full of colour and smells 
and yes we were getting some long stares, but at no point did we feel unsafe with many 
smiles and even some short conversations using the Swahili words that we were becoming 
familiar with.....’Habari’ / ‘Jambo’ / ‘Nzuri Sana’. 
 

 
Tanzania - Kazunzu Village of Hope - Day 6 
 
Sunday was a day of rest after four days on the building site at Kazunzu - however getting up 
at 6:00am to attend a three hour service (starting at 7:30am) at Pastor Joshua's church in 
Sengerema could hardly be classed as a relaxing start to our day of rest! 
 
The service began with some amazing singing from the choir and continued to feel like a 
community gathering mixed in with Sunday worship. We estimated that there were just 
over 1000 people in the congregation as it was full right to the doors and front right and 
front left. Lots of children attended and people just came and left throughout the service. 
What amused us was that the Pastor had a couch at the front of the church so he could sit 
there and relax while others were leading the service! (Even at one point making a phone 
call!) The atmosphere was superb. 

We sat at the front and were then introduced 
and participated in the service – James and 
Jamie told the congregation where we were 
from and showed pictures of Falkirk and 
Trinity Church, in both summer and winter 
weather. Marianne explained what we were 
doing in Sengerema and Kazunzu and said we 
were delighted to be able to work alongside 
the Tanzanian people on this project.  Morag 
read a passage from the Bible followed by a 

prayer and Catherine delivered the talk which she had prepared on the bible passage, 
completely in Swahili. Pastor Samuel translated to Swahili when needed. It was fantastic to 
be part of the community and the service.  
 
We were welcomed (Karibu) to the Pastor’s house for lunch where the food was plentiful 
and very flavoursome. After lunch we had a walk round the town. We were all interested to 
see the shops and to look closer at the statue on the roundabout. It showed a family of 
father and mother closely holding an albino child. We found out later that this part of Africa 
had a particularly high number of albinos and they had been treated very badly in the past. 



The statue had been erected to encourage a different attitude. In fact we did see a few 
albinos in our time there and it looked as if they still had a very difficult life. 
 
We were shown around a 5th & 6th Grade (advanced) school, where we found out that 
classes in Primary School are taught in Swahili and then in Secondary school the teaching 
medium is English and Swahili is an additional subject. This explains why we met so many 
young people who spoke very good English. We also learned that the children were on their 
four weeks’ holiday during our visit. Then it was back to our accommodation and a chance 
to relax until another fantastic dinner from our amazing chef Titus who is normally the full 
time chef on the Jubilee Hope Ship on Lake Victoria. 
 
 

Tanzania - Kazunzu Village of Hope - Day 7 
 
After a semi relaxing day on Sunday, it felt good to get back into the routine of breakfast, 
1hr 20min bus journey to Kazunzu and working on the build with the fundis.  
 
The welcome we were now receiving from the people of Kazunzu on the way, at the site and 
when returning to Sengerema was overwhelming. This was the day where we felt that we 
had really been accepted as part of the community and we were working together to build a 
better future in this small part of Tanzania. 

 
Sandie carried on the new business idea of wheelbarrow taxi and James saw an opportunity 
to get in on the new venture by giving her a push! Morag meanwhile had perfected her 
cement laying under the watchful eye of Johannes and the fundis had adopted her as part of 
the team and called her “Mama Engineer.” We continued to pass building blocks in a chain 
to where they were needed and to pass buckets of water for mixing cement. 
 
The houses had got to point where by mid- afternoon, there was no way to progress until 
the new cement had set, so rather than go home, we played football with the 
fundis.  Morag gave the children a beach ball to play with which brought smiles to their 
faces and lots of laughter. 
 
At the end of each night we gave the children any remaining water that was left in the 
bottles as firstly they were thirsty and secondly they used them to make drumming noises 
by striking them of another empty bottle or on the opposite hand. 



 
Daudi, which is Swahili for David, had noticed that his heel was coming off 
his left boot. This again was temporarily fixed by another one of James's 
“Mr Fix It”, solutions! Once we got back to the hotel, Elly took Daudi to a 
shoe repair stall in Sengerema and he came back with both boots sewn 
perfectly (apparently the other heel was about to come off) and probably 
in better shape than when he bought them!  
 

After dinner, it was time for another talk from Elly. He informed us that Tanzania was 
established in 1961 and was a union between Tanganyika and Zanzibar. There are more 
than 124 tribes in the country, the five largest being the Sukuma in the Mwanza district 
where we were, the Chagas from Moshi and Kilimanjaro (the tribe to which Elly belonged), 
the Nekoosa, the Masai and the Haya. Elly also explained about some of the tribal customs 
and regaled us with the story of his own discussions for the bride price when he wished to 
get married to his wife who is Masai. 
 
 

Tanzania - Kazunzu Village of Hope - Day 8 
 
Only three days were left to build as much of the two houses as we could, start planting 
trees and finish off the Cairn. 
 
Pastor Samuel suggested that Jamie and Glenn accompany him in his 4x4 Cheetah pick up to 
collect the sapling trees and to source fertiliser for planting the trees.  On the road, not far 
from the site, was Kazunzu school just at the point where the bus had to greatly reduce its 
speed due to a very uneven surface and boulders. Here they were quickly surrounded by 
some of the children who ran 300 metres from what looked like their sports day to say 
‘hello’. Yet again the children were smiling from ear to ear and gave them a fantastic 
welcome! 
 
The 400 sapling trees had been delivered to a family around three kilometres from the 
Kazunzu site. They had been paid to water them until all the trees had been planted. They 
had solar panels which made us think - how many other people would benefit from a similar 
small solar panel and how much would it cost? Could the houses at the Kazunzu Village of 
Hope have panels fitted to the roof? 

 
With the jeep loaded with some of the trees, they carried on to look for 
fertiliser and pulled into a man’s garden. Samuel got out and spoke to the 
owner of the land and they agreed on a patch of soil that had lush grass 
growing on it and he was duly paid. The particular piece of land was where 
an old cattle pen had been situated and therefore had been naturally 
fertilised. 
 

By the afternoon, the houses were really taking shape and gaining height rapidly. The rest of 
the team had been busy moving blocks and shifting soil (in our BUCKET chain) into the 
houses to infill the floors. The soil that had been excavated for the water tank was soon all 
cleared and chained into the houses to raise the floor level. 
 



Now it was time to plant the trees. The 
positions had been marked out for us but it 
was a lot harder than we thought as the 
ground was like concrete and required a 
pick axe to break up the soil, so just digging 
the holes was energy sapping.  
 
Samuel taught us the Tanzanian technique 
for tree planting – dig  a very deep and wide 
hole, fill it with at least two buckets of 

water and two buckets of fertiliser, infill it with some soil, plant the sapling in the middle 
and then build up a small island around it. The whole experience was a bit like making mud 
pies and quite a messy process!   Jean, Marianne, Morag and Sandie developed a real knack 
for getting the tree in the middle of the island with a moat round it to take huge amounts of 
water.  
 
After a few runs in the jeep to dig up the fertilised soil and collect many buckets of water for 
the trees, we all managed to plant a tree, giving it a name and a little blessing to help it grow 
strong and safe. Because cattle roam freely around the site, the trees were given a 
protective “collar” of dried thorn branches.  A good day all round and a feeling that we had 
achieved a lot in one day. 
 
By special request, we had barbecued goat for dinner that evening! Most of us found it 
quite tasty but a bit tough. However the soup made with goat’s entrails received a definite 
thumbs down….. 
 
 

Tanzania - Kazunzu Village of Hope - Day 9 
 
Breakfast started with two boiled eggs and a savoury bun and then it was off to meet the 
children who attend Pastor Joshua's Church School. When we arrived the children were 
sitting very quietly in orderly rows and then, encouraged by their teachers, they started to 
count for us – in English. We thought they might stop at 20 but they counted all the way up 
to 100!  This was followed by a rendition of the Tanzanian ABC song.  

 
150 children attend from Monday to Friday for a 
few hours in the morning. They are given a bowl 
of porridge which may well be the only food they 
get along with some form of schooling. They are 
all 5 years old or under (pre-school) children and 
mostly stay with grandparents who struggle to 
look after them as they are too old to work. 
Pastor Joshua said that they could take at least 
500 children if there was enough funding, but 
unfortunately there is not....Heart breaking! 



We all played games of rounders, ring a ring of roses, the 
hokey cokey and hide under the parachute and had an 
absolute ball! Again the smiles all over their faces and 
the happiness shown by the children pulled at the heart 
strings and made you reflect on how much more could 
be done.  Each and every child wanted to be hugged and 
to touch the Mzungus. It was hard to let go off the 
children and wonder what they were going home to (if 
they had a home). We all found this really emotional. 

 
Before leaving we gave each child a pack with a writing 
pad, pencils, rubberand sharpener. They all came 
forward to collect them and this took their excitement 
to another level. We were all so proud of these children 
who have nothing and show their thanks for everything. 
The packs were bought and made up by the young 
people in Trinity Church. 
 

 
Lunch, when we got to Kazunzu in the afternoon, consisted of crisps, a dry cake, mango 
juice and an apple. Not much some might say, however after being made aware of the one 
bowl of porridge a day at the school, then this was plenty! 
 

Elly donned his builder’s hard hat and 
got stuck into the building along with 
our bus driver Joseph and more blocks 
were moved by the Tanzanian Twelve. 
By the end of the day, the first house 
was up to roof height and the second 
house was well on its way. 
 
Due to our visit to the school in the 
morning it was a slightly longer day and 
on the way back the sunset was 
amazing.   

 
 

Tanzania - Kazunzu Village of Hope - Day 10 
 
A new experience - spaghetti in a tomato sauce with a hard-boiled egg, and that was for 
breakfast!  
 
This was our last day on the build and the end was very near. We tried not to think about 
leaving behind Kazunzu and the children who visited us and helped us every day; the fundis 
who are paid relatively little for long hard hours and for the most worked alongside us as a 
team and the all the people of Kazunzu lining the side of the road on the final journey back 
to the hotel. 



On the way to the site, we stopped at the Kazunzu 
school to hand over the remaining packs of pads, 
pencils etc that were left over from our time at 
the Church School in Sengerema. The children has 
just gone on holiday but the Head Teacher was 
there and showed us around. Each classroom 
holds 150 children each (five to a bench!) 
 
 
 

Iain had been on a trip with Samuel earlier in the week to 
Mwanza to meet with people who were influential in the 
fishing industry in Lake Victoria. The trip was to find out if 
it would be possible to set up a fish farm with cages just 
off the shore at the village.  This would help the residents 
of the village to be self-sufficient and to earn some 
income as well as feeding themselves. The meeting had 
been very positive – one of the concerns had been the 
number of crocodiles in the lake but the mesh would be 
small enough to counteract this issue. The first thing we 

did as a group on this our last day on site was to look for a location where a jetty could be 
built to allow for a boat to go back and forward to the cages. There was a perfect location 
about a five minute walk from the village site......Fantastic. What a great start to the last 
day!  
 
We all then walked up to the Cairn. We had 
agreed that each of us would set our own stone in 
the cement around the base of the Cairn to 
represent the speckled stones of the “Faw Kirk”. 
After we had placed the stones we all sang “The 
Lord Bless You and Keep You” and quietly 
reflected on what the future would bring for the 
people of Kazunzu. This was a very emotional 
moment as we looked down on the area where in 
a few years’ time, there will be a thriving 
community of people who otherwise would not 
have had many opportunities in life.  
 
Lunch was nice and relaxed in the shade under an African sausage tree. The fruit hanging 
from the tree was shaped like the large sausages you might see in an Italian deli. We 
managed to get one down and to cut it open – very disappointing  - it was a bit like a big 
marrow! 



By the afternoon, both houses 
were up to roof level (job done!) so 
we finished planting the trees 
down the other side of the main 
road through the village. The time 
had come to make our way back to 
the bus and it was a struggle to 
keep the feelings of emptiness and 
sadness at bay. 
 
We wanted to give the children of Kazunzu something to say “thank you” and “good-bye” 
and so we had gathered some of our spending money and had asked Pastor Samuel if he 
could buy t shirts for the children.  He sourced 100 Tanzanian football tops in Mwanza and 
brought them to the site. 

 
We lined the children up by height – the smallest ones were just around 3 years old. They 
looked quite apprehensive, especially the wee ones. Then we handed out the football tops. 
At first, the children were wary of what we were giving them - maybe because they had 
never owned a brand new item of clothing, maybe because the football tops were in plastic 
bags and they couldn't see what they were, maybe because the value of them was 
something they could not comprehend? We started to open up the bags and to help the 
younger children to put them on. To finally see them all kitted out in Tanzanian tops with 
beaming smiles was a picture that will stay with us all for ever. 
 
As we drove on our final homeward journey to Sengerema we were greeted as always by 
children running to the side of the road waving and shouting. We had some balloons left 
from the toys we had taken with us and we blew them up and passed them out of the bus 
windows. The excitement on the faces of the children was a joy to see.   
 
Goodbye Kazunzu and everyone who lives there. We have hopefully been part of something 
that changes lives. You have certainly changed our lives.  
 
 

Tanzania - Kazunzu Village of Hope - Day 11 
 
We woke up thinking about all the people we had met on our trip; the children on the way 
to Kazunzu, waiting to say hello to the Mzungus on the bus who were not going to arrive; 
what the houses were going to look like with the roofs on top - all with a feeling of 
achievement and pride, but such sadness. 



There was one last visit to make before we left. We called 
in at the school to see the children, the staff and Pastor 
Joshua. Our arrival was expected and the children were 
sitting on a hillside behind the church. We think that the 
children were given permission to come to us, but all of a 
sudden there was an avalanche of little people running 
towards us shouting “Mzungus!” They launched 
themselves at us clinging to our arms and legs, some even 
hanging round our necks. What a farewell. The bus was 
silent as we left and there weren’t many dry eyes. 
 

It was very strange turning onto the main road in Sengerema but not driving up the hill to 
the roundabout and turning left towards Kazunzu. Instead we made our way to the ferry 
port and slowly left Sengerema and our home for nearly two weeks behind.  It felt like this 
part of Africa was now a small part of all of us and there was still so much to be done! 
 
With aching hearts, we crossed on the ferry and arrived at the Tilapia Hotel in Mwanza for 
lunch. It was an absolute attack on the senses, with huge amounts of colour, noise, traffic, 
shops, people dressed in modern, clean and immaculate clothes. Only a couple of hours 
away there were people who could only dream of this level of wealth. The Tilapia Hotel is 
absolutely stunning, situated on the edge of Lake Victoria, with its own swimming pool, 
huge tropical gardens and a picture postcard view from the restaurant upstairs. We could 
not stop thinking about the people we had left behind and the vast difference in living 
conditions.  
 
The Jubilee Hope had docked in Mwanza early in the morning and the medical volunteers 
joined us for lunch. The stories from their two week expedition to some of the islands on 
Lake Victoria were inspiring but also harrowing. Living conditions on the Islands are pretty 
grim. 

 
After lunch, it was time for the Tanzanian Twelve to visit the Jubilee Hope. It made us think 
that we had it easy in Sengerema! What the crew do on their expeditions is nothing short of 
amazing. There are around 25 of a crew (including volunteers) who rotate their sleep (four 
bunk beds) on five hour shifts patterns. They all share one shower and one toilet. The bunks 
are very compact (Jamie tried one and can testify to that).  The medical rooms are in the 
depths of the boat and most rooms are quite small with limited room. We were informed 
that most of the time, there were about 80 - 90 people from the islands on the boat, in the 
waiting area or being examined and treated each day. Just mind blowing......BIG shout out 
to the Jubilee Hope team! 
 



 
Heading Home – Days 12 and 13 
 
While most of the Tanzania Twelve had paid extra to have a day on Safari, Glenn, Isabel and 
Catherine decided not to join them and spent a day on Lake Victoria, with lunch by the 
shores and a gentle stroll around the streets and markets of Mwanza with Elly as their 
guide. Elly lives in Moshi and is a member of the Chaga Tribe. Chaga people have a fear of 
vast open water so to get in the small boat and go adventuring on Lake Victoria was 
extremely brave.  

They stopped at the fish market which 
was full of life and hustle and bustle with 
deals being made at every turn – and very 
smelly! Fish were being dried in the sun, 
spices and bags of different mixes used for 
animal feed were laid out.  
 
Out on the lake there were numerous 
fishermen on bamboo boats that looked 
as though they could capsize at any 
moment. There are thousands of 
crocodiles in Lake Victoria which is 
definitely a work hazard! There are no 

exact figures of how many people live on the islands and how many fisherman there are, 
however it is estimated that around 5,000 fisherman die on Lake Victoria every year, from 
drowning, being eaten by crocodiles.... a shocking statistic!! 
 

Those going on Safari had a very early start, 
leaving at 6.30 for a three hour journey to the 
gates of the Western Corridor of the Serengeti. 
However is was worth it as the Safari was a 
fantastic experience – we saw elephants, giraffes, 
zebras, hippos, three different prides of lions, 
wildebeest, warthogs,  hyena – all very close up. 
Julius the lead driver was determined we would 
also see leopard but alas it was not to be. We saw 
its kill up a tree but as they are quite shy creatures 

Julius thought it was probably hiding very near.  We ate our lunches in the jeeps alongside 
some giraffes – a very strange setting! It was a long day and we got back to the hotel at 
20.30. 14 hours sitting in a jeep is quite tiring! But well worthwhile. 
 
We all ate together and spent our last night in Tanzania at the hotel in Mwanza. 
 
Now it was time to start our journey home to see family and friends again. In the morning 
we flew to Kilimanjaro airport landing around 13:45 giving us eight hrs until our flight to 
Dubai. We found this part of the country to be quite different. The landscape was much 
greener, the houses were real houses and the huts seemed to be brick huts, not mud. There 
were rivers like the highlands of Scotland, trees and banana plantations lined the roads and 
the fields were quite large in comparison to those around Kazunzu. The road itself was 
tarmac all the way. 
 



Our friend and guide Elly had travelled with us to Kilimanjaro and he had arranged for a 
friend of his to pick us all up in his bus and take us to Moshi where he lives with his family. 
We visited Mama Rosa's coffee roasting house – she had set up her business with the 
support of the Vine Trust. We then visited a souvenir shop to buy presents. 

 
After lunch in the centre of Moshi, Elly took us to Kimashuku orphanage which the Vine 
Trust had built some years previously. The Vine Trust has been working in the Moshi area 
for some time building orphanages and homes. We again received a friendly welcome by 
the 35 orphans who were aged 14 to 15 and the Pastor who looked after them. Their English 
was absolutely amazing. Some of them had English names, including Douglas, which 
intrigued and pleased our member of the same name. We were shown around their gardens 
where they grew bananas and plantain and then had a quick tour of the dorms and library. 
 
This was a bonus for us as we hadn’t expected this visit. As we got ready to leave, the young 
people all sang goodbye to us and blessed us.  It was a very emotional moment, particularly 
because we had, just in the short time we were there, had long conversations with them 
and started to get to know them.  We all had our own thoughts - what is the future for this 
group of children - advanced school or stay in the orphanage and if so to what age? Once 
they reach adulthood are they on their own? More needs to be done! 
 

After nearly 30 hours of travelling 
from Mwanza, we touched down in 
Glasgow and finally made our way 
back to Falkirk Trinity Church where 
our family and friends were waiting!  
It was an emotional trip for all of us 
and the people of Kazunzu will 
certainly stay in our hearts. 
 
 
 
 

 
 


