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letters between Zimbabwe and West Europe, covering the contemplations


of two adolescent women about their individual future and the global


society. These discussions are brought together by an entrepreneur and


provide wonderful insights in modern African life


Munashe Wadzanai, Anne Schlechters and Thomas F. Andersson


let there be light




imwe imba – the other room


a novel in 2 parts


Munashe is a bright adolescent girl living in Zimbabwe. She feels a pressure to leave Zimbabwe and to follow most of her peers to a university or to work in the West. However, she is not convinced that this is what she really wants.


Via Thomas, an experienced European scientist and manager, initiating a technical Start-up Hub at her boarding school, Munashe comes in contact with Anne.


Imwe imba – the other room – is a novel covering the last 2 high-school years of Munashe and Anne in letters between the young women as well as from Thomas to Simon, his now retired personal and business coach.


Through the letters, Anne and Simon discover unknown and fascinating aspects of the (southern) African society. Especially, since Thomas includes stories from Nelson, Munashe's grandfather and small holder farmer. Based on the stories and hearing about Munashe's activities in more technical projects, Anne develops a critical attitude towards both the current Western school system and the effectiveness of traditional Western development or aid projects. On the other side, Munashe learns that Europe is not the land of milk and honey for everybody.


Munashe and Anne, assisted by Thomas, review the so-called development work activities in emerging markets and propose a promising approach to economically uplift more rural areas. In part 2, the Start-up Hub activities are proven to be sustainable and Munashe asks “where do we want to go?” A design is made for a more ideal (global) society and the issues faced, implementing their ideas, are discussed.


The letters in this novel cover a wide spectrum of topics: personal struggles and contemplations, educational and business practices, science and art, geopolitics and historical backgrounds, change management as well as social developments. Each letter is written in an accessible language and underlined with references to allow the reader to explore more.


Most of all, “imwe imba” wants to create awareness. Awareness for the wonderful, “real” life in Africa. Awareness that Africa is prosperity. Awareness that our younger generation is perfectly able to initiate change. That a single person can initiate change. That complaining or being upset about various (unacceptable) global happenings or actions is not enough. That a further polarisation and blaming “the others” doesn't help. That we have to do things. That we should not fear change but embrace the changes that are needed to come to the necessary improvements.





Figures




	maps southern Africa and Europe


	map Zimbabwe


	map South Africa and the south of Mozambique with the route travelled to find a place for the Start-up Hub


	St. Ignatius project plan, 6 June 2018


	Maslow hierarchy of needs; Pareto 80/20 rule; Gauss normal distribution, 27 June 2018


	world population and aid activities in matrix, 30 June 201


	effective, sustainable approach to aid visualised using a 3° amine, 29 June 2018







Note for the reader:


Part B, C and D describing the time period of July 2018 – January 2020 is, due to technical reasons, published in:


imwe imba – the other room, part 2, ISBN 978-3-7568-5721-0
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Map of the southern tip of Africa (a) and part of Europe (b) depicting the places mentioned in the letters. Both maps are drawn on the same scale.
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Map of Zimbabwe showing the main cities and road connections mentioned in the letters.


The distance from the Zimbabwean border to Lusaka is 140km and to Lubumbashi 685km. The distance from Mutare to Beira is 290km, making Beira the closest sea port for the metals and minerals in Zambia and the Democratic Republic of the Congo (DRC).




Part 1


A




Chapter 1


Diary Munashe


Tuesday 23 January 2018


I woke up this morning, not knowing immediately where I was. Tariro, who was standing at the door of the bed room, came over, hugged me and said, “stay in bed and sleep a little bit more. You must be tired after the long journey. I'll prepare the house and make breakfast. Don't worry.”


She tucked me in and left the room. “Good”, I thought, “I am at my grandparents place. I am at home, in Mtazaridale”, and dozed away. When I woke up again, I heard the firewood burning and Tariro sweeping the yard. It was light and the air, coming in through the open window, was still fresh.


I love Mtazaridale. It is so quiet, so peaceful. No traffic. No aggressive, stressed shouting from people going to work or to the YMCA taxi rank, looking for a day job.


The day before yesterday, I left Durban in the evening bus for the 8h drive to Johannesburg (JHB). The evening bus is not that bad. It is dark and the biological clock is set for sleeping. The nervous feeling that accompanies the packing and goodbyes, as well as the hectic activities at the bus station, are left behind and I enjoyed the silence of the bus. I fell asleep and didn't even notice the stop-over in Pietermaritzburg. I woke up when we climbed the van Reenen pass, overtaking the loud, heavily loaded and grumbling trucks, transporting goods from the Durban harbour to JHB and further. Also towards Zimbabwe.


The Zim trucks are easy to recognise: all old and the steering wheel is on the left, which make them look like ghost trucks with a missing driver on the “normal” right side.


To save money, I considered once taking a lift with one of these trucks. My mother's face immediately became pale and she couldn't say a word at the first moment. I used the time to create a safety distance between me and her before the storm broke out. And of course she was right. It would be stupid to drive up to Zim, hitch-hiking on a truck. Also if you found an older, more experienced truck driver. He would also drive long hours, not taking enough rest, and he also couldn't protect me all the way during stops and sleeping breaks. And Emanuel, my younger brother who travelled with me, would not be able to do that as well. Next to the dangers, the journey by truck would take much more time compared to the bus. “Ages”.


Emanuel, sitting next to me, was sleeping as well. I love my little brother. He is 13 and talkative. Nice company during travel and also at our grandparents place in Mtazaridale. This is not valid for my older brother Nathaniel. I am glad that he stayed behind with our parents in Durban. He was a pain in Mtazaridale. Full of nonsense, bad habits and no respect for school teachers, and worse, even no respect for our grandparents – Angela and Nelson. Although I feel pity for him, since dad will beat the sh*t out of him if he will smoke, drink, gamble, steal and/or fight. But he deserved to be left in Durban. He misbehaved badly in the last couple of years in Mtazaridale.


Actually, I think I feel more pity for him having to live in Durban North now. In Phoenix to be precise. I did not feel safe there and am glad that I could leave. Not because of mum and dad of course. I already miss them. But the gangs. No, the weapons. I do not want to think of it. Nathaniel was also impressed and although “a big kid/rowdy” here in Mtazaridale, he avoided leaving the house in Durban North unless necessary.


We made it to the top of the van Reenen pass, left it behind us and I could see the lights of Harrismith. The landscape from here to JHB on this plateau is nice. Also in the dark. No fires are burning at the moment. Last time, when we passed in December, lightning ignited various fires in the dry land.


I dozed again and when I woke up, I could see the Grootvlei coal plant in Mpumalanga. This meant less than 1h to go to JHB Park Station. Emanuel was still fast asleep.


I never had to leave Park Station. I mean, to go out on the street. People say that the Hillbrow area (with the famous Vodacom tower) is much worse than Phoenix in Durban North. I never want to know. Also this time, we could stay inside the station to change to our bus that brings us to Mutare. I was a little nervous. This was the first time I was travelling alone. That is, without Nelson. And I am not 18 yet. Not even 17. So I am not allowed to cross the border alone. Neither is Emanuel of course.


Nelson couldn't come to pick us up. No money. He joined us in December at the start of the holidays. The main reason, as I learned when we were in Durban, to make sure Nathaniel made the journey and wouldn't run away. Nathaniel, being 18, didn't know that he wouldn't return to Mtazaridale. I also think, he would have run away if they have told him. But again, it is his own fault that mum and dad had to arrange it in such a way. Angela and Nelson couldn't handle him any more. And why pay for him to stay in Mtazaridale if he doesn't want to work?


For Emanuel and me to cross the border, Nelson made an arrangement with one of the bus drivers, giving him an official paper with stamps, saying that he is allowed to take us to Mutare. I hoped that the arrangement was made, that no unexpected changes happened and that the correct bus driver would show up.


The stopover in JHB went smooth. No issues at all. After collecting our luggage, we went inside the building, sat on the floor next to the sign to the platforms and unpacked our breakfast. Mum is great. Delicious toast with egg and jam as well as a pineapple, nicely cut in pieces for me, and 4 mango's for Emanuel. The pineapples I love most when I am in Durban. Thanks mum. I miss you a lot.


The bus coming in from Cape Town (CT) and heading to Mutare arrived before we got bored watching people. Luckily, the correct bus driver was on the bus, had the stamped document with him and after making sure that our luggage was located in the back of the trailer, we were sitting in the bus and made our way through Hillbrow, to the highway leading us to Pretoria and further via Polokwane to the border.


Seen from the bus and sitting high, Hillbrow looks actually nice at dawn. Also nothing special to see at the Vodacom tower. The highway was not yet full of traffic and after laying my head on Emanuel's shoulder, I dozed off, only to wake up after we stopped and passed Pretoria. I tried not to think of the time in front of us: about 2h to Polokwane, 2½-3h to Beitbridge, 4h to Masvingo, 2½h to Birchenough Bridge, 1½h to Mutare and then in Mutare, the hassle of transport from the bus station to the combi or taxi rank close to Nando's for the remaining part north to Mtazaridale, another 1½-2h. And yes, it was a very long drive but while looking at the changing landscape, contemplating my thoughts and making notes in my new note book, we passed the cities and border stations relatively swiftly, also enjoying the unexpected treats from mum. She even included some nice messages and riddles between our food, which took Emanuel and me sometimes 20-30 minutes to solve.


Arriving in Mutare, the bus driver was even so nice to make a small detour, arranging to drop us off at Nando's and we were able to take one of the last combi's heading north to Nyanga.


The comfort of the big bus was gone sitting now with 22 people plus driver and luggage in the combi. The frequent stopping at the end of our long journey from Durban was nerve breaking, even more for Emanuel.


However, seeing Nelson, who arranged transport and picked us up in Juliasdale, was so nice. I missed him too. As well as Angela. She held us in her big arms, ordered us to eat the dinner she saved for us and falling in bed, we felt immediately home again.


And home it is. I love this place. Listening to the familiar sounds this morning. The wakening of the day. Not only the firewood or the sound of the broom wiping the house and the yard. Also the chickens, the geese puddling in the water. The footsteps of the excited dogs coming back with Nelson, who went already to the fields to change the irrigation system and to collect food for the rabbits.


The sound of Nelson watering his nursery and the nice smelling roses under my window. After a while, the sound of the boys getting up, the flushing toilet, the filling of the bathtub outside with water after Nelson finished his work with the plants. The sound of the boys washing the dishes from yesterday evening in the bathtub. The dogs, chickens and geese trying to snatch the little remaining of food that go with the water down the hill. The greeting of the people passing by on the road below, most of them carrying their bags on their way to the first combi going to town. A little later, the school children in their uniforms, laughing and running. Tariro's clear, pleasant and mostly laughing voice returning the greetings. Angela asking from her bedroom if breakfast is ready. I love these familiar sounds.


Angela doesn't like to get up in the morning. She stays as long as possible in the warm bed. Especially in winter. But also now in summer, she is waiting for the fire burning high in the outside kitchen and for breakfast to be ready.


I forced myself to get up, washed myself, watched the nice view on the hills for about 10 seconds and joined Tariro in the kitchen where Nelson and the boys were already having breakfast. Emanuel was still sound asleep.


In the summer holidays, I thought a lot about what to do with my life. Walking on the beach with mum early morning after Christmas when the sun climbed nicely red out of the sea and started warming us up, I told her my thoughts and contemplations.


Having a child, a family, how to find the correct husband. The nice life of Angela and Nelson but that that life is too harsh. The life she and dad are living and that it is too difficult to live and work illegal outside Zim, actually also not leading to the fulfilment of their dreams.


What to study and where? How to arrange a university place outside Zim, how to finance this and do I come back to Zim after finishing the studies?


I don't want to leave Zim. Don't want to be home sick like her. Or like aunt Naomi or uncle Tanaka in Cape town (CT). Or even aunt Diana in Australia.


When I mentioned these thoughts, mum stopped walking, held me in her arms, said “oh, my baby” and started to cry, her body heavily shaking and I didn't know what to do – completely helpless. After a while we sat down in the sand and mum started to talk. About earlier times, how she met dad, how they made plans and why they decided to come to Durban.


I realised, I am becoming an adult. I realised that mum and I entered a new, a next or deeper level in our relation and actually, I was excited. I mentioned that to her, mentioned that I was so happy that she talked about her early adult life, about her inner thoughts. That I didn't feel that alone any more with the things I am thinking. We hugged, tears were flowing and then, we never did that before, walked down the beach and had breakfast at Circus Circus.


I felt so proud drinking the coffee under the yellow-white umbrellas after having that really nice toast with salad and egg Benedict. Mum and I together. Secretly – intimately. But it did cost a fortune!


In the bus to Mutare I made some notes:




	I am starting Form 5 now and hence have 2 years to come up with, and to execute a plan for my life after high school


	I do not want to become a small holder farmer like Angela and Nelson. This means life-long hard work with no outlook on savings (and hence development or growth)


	I do not want to work illegally abroad since the savings will be eaten away by corruption as well as the education costs of my children at home in Zim


	But what do I want? To live in the Mutare area in an own house with my family (maximum 2 children), having space for my (grand)parents to live there too and earn my living in a (trading-, or more preferred, a production) company of my own.


	To achieve this, I will build up a relation with a young adolescent (or adult) female in the US or Europe to assist and/or guide me in the process to come up and execute a plan during the next 2 years.


	I will ask auntie Diana, who made it to Australia and is living with her family overseas for advice





If I look at these points, I am happy and also see the advantage of “being a prisoner” sitting for hours in a bus, giving the time to think and phrase points concisely, kkkkk.


Diary Munashe


Wednesday 24 January 2018


I am sitting in the field and enjoy the late afternoon sun, reflecting in the windows of the passing cars far down at the growth point and setting the plain below in a nice light.


It was hot today and I just cooled down after helping Nelson changing the position of the sprinklers he uses for irrigation. Grandpa is great. Even at his age, he is 2019-1947=72 years old, he is still playful and we, together with the dogs, enjoyed our water ballet.


Tariro didn't want to stay in the field. I came out with her in the afternoon to chop firewood and she left already carrying her portion on her head.


It was nice spending some hours alone with her. Being a little bit lazy, laying in the shade after the chopped wood was bundled. The dogs found us, although I am not sure if Nelson did even spot us before them. He came up to us with his lovely warm smile and was joking, making fun of us “lazy young women”. Complaining that he always had to work so much when he was our age.


He just left to collect more food for the rabbits since we leave for Mutare tomorrow. The boys – Emanuel, Masimba, Chamai and Shekleton – helped Nelson to prepare the boxes with vegetables this afternoon and carried them to the shops, where we will take them with the first combi leaving for town. The boys, being at the shops, will not be back early. They will find an opportunity to play billiard or cards. Or at least will watch. So I have time to sit here and write in my diary till sunset.


Tariro is married to Tanaka, my uncle and Angela and Nelson's child number 7. Of 8. He is born in 1992, Tariro in 1996. It is a nice couple. They married last winter. It was a beautiful and lively wedding. Lots of food, lots of dancing and also a lot of work.


Tanaka went back to CT and is saving money for Tariro's bus ticket. About USD 60. It is expected that she can leave in 3-4 weeks. She is looking forward to go to the big city. I did not mention anything. The biggest city she knows is Mutare and some small parts of Harare. But Mutare and Harare is nothing compared to Durban, or worse, Johannesburg (JHB). I have never been to CT but they say it is comparable to JHB. I can not imagine living there.


It is nice to listen to her enthusiastic stories. What she will do when she gets there. The kind of job she aims for, how she will be dressed, how the house will look like. Also the love she feels for Tanaka. And vice versa. I am jealous of that. When I told her, she had to laugh.


“You jealous of me? Ha ha ha”. Her loud and clear laughter.


How is it possible that so much sound is coming out of that beautiful small body?


“I am jealous of you Munashe! You with your smart brains and having parents abroad that can afford paying your boarding school at St. Ignatius. You are the only one of us.”


Yes, that is true, I thought. No one went to a boarding school after finishing the local primary school and only Nathaniel succeeded to pass Form 5 at the local high school. All others stopped after finishing Form 4. So yes, I am the only one who went to a boarding school and passed Form 4 with good grades. Next to Chris and Frank in Australia of course. And also Shilah in Mozambique. Her sister Samanta is going to a regular day school.


It is beautiful here. The sun is still warm and I stay for another while. The wood I carry home is anyway for tomorrow's cooking and bathing. The sun is turning more orange and gives the landscape a softer and softer touch. Brownie, the dog that stayed with me while the other 2 left with Nelson, is laying next to me in the high grass. Curled up, his eyes closed, probably sleeping and also enjoying the peace and the sun. He is the smallest of the 3 dogs. And once the smallest, he stays the smallest since he has no chance securing more food for him after we all had our dinner and feed the left-overs to the dogs.


Brown, and most of all Black, are too strong. Too aggressive. It is interesting to see when they show off their teeth. The grumbling. They actually show similar behaviour as humans, where some people also only take. Take, bullying, take and never share.


The dogs are not fat. The ribs can clearly be seen as well as the impressive muscles. Also Brownie. Although the smallest, he is also perfectly able to chase the goats away. As well as the monkeys, who make their rounds through the fields in the morning and evenings to enjoy the fruits. I like to observe the monkeys, but they will not show up today since they are afraid of Brownie.


It is a beautiful dog and it is nice looking at this happy creature, his fur full of black jack seeds. It is so interesting to see Nature at work. How perfect things are designed (or evolved).


I am so thankful to be able to follow the science lessons at school. To gain a better understanding of everything around me. Being able to know and explain why the sky is blue, why the sun turns more orange now and in about 30 minutes more red.


It is indeed very dry. Not much rain in the last couple of months that could have washed the dust out of the air. We are lucky having the water coming out of the rocky hills behind me. The water Nelson uses to irrigate the fields. The water that grows the trees, which again spend the nice shade Tariro and I enjoyed this afternoon.


A small King Fisher is sitting on the branch of a tree behind me. A beautiful bird with its blue shimmering colours. Is she or he also enjoying the view? The view of the plain further below us, with the growth point and the tarred road? Can she or he see the traffic, which I can not any more due to the different angle of the sun in the sky that stopped the reflections from the windows into my direction. Does she or he also enjoy the view of the hills in the distance where the sun will go under soon? I sigh deeply. I am happy.
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Message Munashe to Diana


Thursday 25 January 2018


Kurisei auntie Diana,


It was nice to see and hear you about 3 weeks ago in the video call with mum. I miss you. It would have been so nice to prepare the food together in your wonderful kitchen. Emanuel and I returned to Angela and Nelson in Mtazaridale now. Nathaniel stayed in Durban. But you certainly know.


I am in Mutare with Tariro, standing outside Eat 'n' Lick and tapping into their Wi-Fi so that I can send you this message I typed at home.


I have a question. You know that I start with Form 5 in about 2 weeks, which means I will finish high school at the end of next year. I do not know what to do afterwards. Most of my friends say they will go to the US or at least to SA. But I do not know.


Of course, I see the advantage of studying abroad. Coming to you to Australia would be my favourite scenario, kkkk. Or what do you think about the UK? I want to collect information and talk or write to people over there.


Do you know how to do that?


Would Chris and Frank be interested to talk to me? I know, boys.... But they are my cousins....


Kutsvodana,


Munashe


Message Diana to Munashe


Saturday 27 January 2018


Mangwanani Munashe,


good to hear from you. And good that you arrived safely in Mtazaridale.


Yes, I enjoyed our long call too. I miss home. Miss you people. Miss Africa. Unfortunately, this is not the case for Chris and Frank. Not unfortunately for them of course, but for you. Chris and Frank look like Africans but are no Africans. Born and raised here, they are real Aussies and have no interest at all in Africa.


They are also brain washed with the mostly negative stories about Africa and also do not realise that Africa is not Africa with more than 50 countries, about 40(!) times more people than in Australia. And Africa having all these beautiful places.


They are confined in their Australian mindset and see themselves more connected with the Western world, which they are sadly not. They grow up rather protected here and have still to discover the inequality. They will face the fact that they do not belong to “their” Western world the first moment they will go to the big cities at the coast in their attempt to escape the in their opinion boring life here in more rural Queensland.


You see, everybody wants to escape Munashe. So Chris and Frank are of no help to you. I am afraid, I also do not know a girl whom I could bring you in contact with. But a possibility is to find a penfriend via the internet. Have a look at penpal-gate.net or globalpenfriends.com or try to contribute in a forum such as an adolescent version of linkedin.com. I will ask Chris and Frank if they know about such a forum. Maybe you can place a contact ad there and find someone.


Say hello to everyone over there


Kumbu


Message Munashe to Diana


Tuesday 30 January 2018


Thanks auntie, I will do that from school where we have PC's with internet connection


:*


Diary Munashe


Sunday 4 February 2018


It is Sunday, late afternoon and I spent the whole afternoon with Tariro sitting outside in a hidden place in the shade of a peach tree in Tsitsi and Erick's garden. Tsitsi and Erick are our neighbours and I love their house and garden. I definitely take this as inspiration when I have my own place.


Erick worked in the past as a gardener in one of the fancy hotels in the Vumba. He learned a lot there and with this garden, he perfectly demonstrates that one can do a lot to make one's own place very nice without spending a lot of money.


Tsitsi and Erick's plot is also covered with the typical Zim stones: big, eroded in a nice rounded, smooth shape and also stacked on top of each other. They have more stones than Angela and Nelson on their plot. Immediately next to their house are 2 stones on top of each other, raising about 5-6m and actually dwarfing the house.


The house itself looks nice from the outside. The walls are made of whitewashed masonry. The corrugated iron roof is hidden behind a nice facade, a combination of a colonial, I think Dutch, clock- and stepped gable. Although there is a kitchen in the house with both an electrical and wood oven, a small traditional round kitchen hut with earth walls and grass roof is placed in front of the house, a little to the left, whereas the stones are immediately to the right.


Entering the place through the decorated and self-made wooden gate from the dust road, the only entrance since Tsitsi and Erick's plot is on the edge of the plateau where the land drops steeply towards the plain and the growth point about 200m lower, almost an hour walking, the house and kitchen hut cannot be seen.


The plot is not that big but the garden is designed in such a way that one cannot see everything at once. A wandering garden path leads around the bigger rocks, earth has been dug out to create small hills, planted with beautiful bushes that flower nicely in different periods, colouring the garden alternately bright yellow, purple and deep red. It is beautiful to see. Also the harmony of it all, at the moment as well in time.


The nicely placed smaller flower-, herb- and vegetable beds distributed evenly over the place, protected with wooden fences and/or shading nets to prevent goats and/or chickens having a non-allowed meal. The 2 old bathtubs serving as small ponds.


What I like most are the 3 small, more or less hidden areas to sit. One to enjoy the warmth of the morning sun, one in the shade to protect you from the hot sun in the afternoon and the 3rd one overlooking the plain to enjoy the sunset.


I moved to the last one right now after spending the whole afternoon after church with Tariro in the place with the shade. Tsitsi, bringing some tea and biscuits, joined a while mentioning that she needs to practice “women gossiping”. With 2 boys, her household consists of only men.


Tariro did my hair. A tedious task. It took a little more than 4 hours. I brought hair for my braids from Durban, which was very good since the prices here in Zim are crazy. Yesterday we went to town, to Mutare. I had to collect my school uniforms. I ordered them before the holidays and could pay them now with the money brought from home.


The school uniforms. Although the dark blue uniforms the Form 5 and 6 students have to wear are much better compared to the Bordeaux-red uniforms we had to wear in Form 1-4, I do not like them.


I tried them. And yes, they fit. And yes, I am proud wearing these uniforms, showing the people that I am in Form 5, the lower Form 6, A-level, but eish, how ugly do I look with my traditional African body: not tall, only 1.52m, the strange looking knees and gigantic, big and plumpy legs are coming under that skirt like poles. A fat ass, boobs, which are far too big, and on top of that I am too black, with some lighter blotches in my face due to that stupid lightening crème. And then my hair! What to do with it? I tried to straighten it once using chemicals. It burned for days and after understanding the contents, I know why. Never again. I am so frustrated.


Standing in the shop I looked in the mirror. A mirror surrounded by torn out pages of magazines showing these wonderful looking slim and white women.


While I try to ignore these magazine pictures, I see Tariro standing next to me. How beautiful she is. Of course taller than me, I guess about 1.70m, lighter skin, smaller nose and dressed in a beautiful red-black chequered dress that covers her knees and wearing a same-coloured red jacket over it with a ceinture and matching red shoes without heals.


All the boys look after her.


The dress being cut nicely small at her knees, forcing her to walk in small steps, showing off her beautifully formed bum, the ceinture providing for the hour-glass shape and her full, but not too big boobs, as well as her longer neck, finishing it nicely off.


No, actually it is her loud and very warm laugh, showing the dimples in her cheeks that takes it the extra stretch. She is a personality. Looking and behaving like that. And this without jewellery, no ear rings, necklace, finger rings or bracelets, no make-up and even only with short natural hair.


The world is not fair. Telling her that, she “hits” me and mentions that she is jealous of my brains, my uniform, and also my boobs with the argument that my body can have a protruding stomach whereas she always has to be careful what and how much she eats.


Aaaaaaarrrrggghh. I do not want to hear it. It is not fair. And it will never be fair.


I watch the 2 ducks coming to one of the old bathtubs and jump into the water. Funny animals with the waggling tails and the happy sounding twittering and kind of snorting when they sieve the water for something to eat. The water droplets that pearl so nicely of their feathers. Beautiful. They seem to be happy.


Are they really? It would be so nice being able to talk or communicate more sophistically to animals. How could that be done? With electrodes on their and our heads, connected by a computer? Would that have a chance to work?


I am nervous going to school tomorrow. Also happy to see my best friends Vimbo and Ruwa again after so many weeks. Happy laying in the dormitory with the other girls and hear all the stories about the holidays.


Not happy to eat the food. Dad gave me some more money to buy canned food, which I did yesterday and have to carry all the way from the bus stop to the dormitories.


Again, happy to only have to learn science: mathematics, physics, chemistry and IT. I still doubt of biology but should not think of that. I made a decision.


No more history, no economics, no geography any more – yeah. This is the good thing of From 5: dropping all these other topics.


One of the first things to do at school tomorrow is to post my call to find a pen pal.


The 2 ducks are sitting next to me in the sand. Tsitsi brought another cup of tea and together we look silently over the plain towards the hills. To the sun becoming more and more red, soon vanishing behind the hills.




Chapter 2


Email Thomas to Simon


Thursday 7 December 2017


update southern Africa


Hello Simon,


a long time since our last contact. I finally take the time to give you an update of my 3 months trip in southern Africa. The trip aiming to find a place from where I can start “to save the world” ha ha ha.


However, first the question how you are doing Simon. I hope fine.


I myself am very well. And not of course. Things are always more complicated as anticipated and with some steps forward, you also take some steps backwards. Anyway, as mentioned, overall I am very well. So well, that I do not want to make you jealous. It is a wonderful morning. I am sitting at a distance of about 50m from the sea, the Indian Ocean in Mozambique, in Inhalculo. To be very precise, in a comfortable chair in front of a bungalow, in the shade of some trees, about 3m above sea level, giving me an excellent view over the beach and ocean. I rented the place for 5 days. At the moment, I am contemplating whether I should write you or change to the hammock. You see Simon, difficult decisions.


Inhalculo is a tourist place. To my standards, but I guess you know that it is not like Biarritz. The advantage of being in a tourist place is the availability of real coffee as well as nice drinks. It is still relative early in the morning, which means it will be no alcohol for now but a coffee and I decided to stay outside the hammock to write you a summary, or update if you like, of my last 3 months.


I have 2 places to visit in this area and scheduled these 5 days mainly to wrap up. To go through all the notes I made on this trip so far. Hence prepare for a long story Simon.


“assist local people earning their own money with their own ideas”


Sitting together in your garden in the Black Forrest early summer seems ages ago. We talked about this southern Africa trip. My search for a location, the 2'000m2 land with the 150m2 building, to apply my approach to assist local people earning their own money with their own ideas, based on a high-quality internet use and the goal to distribute well-being and wealth more evenly in this world. I do not want to say that you forgot about the topics we discussed, but I think it is good to have a recap.


Based on my experiences working and living in different emerging markets, my opinion is that we in the West could be more efficient to reduce the present inequality in our world, the communicated aim of our “development aid”. My opinion to increase the efficiency of aid hinges mainly on the fact that a majority of the people in the West are not aware that the so-called 3rd world breaths prosperity and is not a complete chaos with famines, warlords, corruption, etc. The majority of people in the West being not really aware that for instance most people here in Africa have no similarity with the “Biafra pictures” that are so prominently crystallised in our heads: the small child, preferably a 3-5 year old little girl, sitting in the sand without T-shirt, exposing her inflated belly and having a fly in her eye. This picture is so wrong. The people here are creative, smart, hard working and basically have the same goals as we in the West: to have a job, a home and send their children to school. But you know that. As you also know that I criticise our (old fashioned) secondary school system in the West that fails to prepare our adolescent for a globalised world. A global world where flexible, temporary, short-term job contracts will prevail and life-long learning is key. People will more or less be forced to act as “1-person companies”, constantly finding opportunities earning their own money instead of relying on a long-term contract defining the exchange of their muscle or brain power for a salary.


Combining these 2 items, that is accepting that local people are perfectly able to take care of themselves with up to date learning methods, the idea developed “to assist local people to earn their own money with their own ideas”.


The aim is, as already mentioned above, to increase the efficiency of Western aid and reduce the, in my opinion, not acceptable immense inequality in our world. An inequality mainly caused by artificial hurdles preventing people to participate. At some point, this inequality, this ban to participate, will lead to serious troubles for the West. In my head a picture is projected depicting the 1789 hay forks and guillotines in France. This picture also remembering me that my motivation is of a selfish nature, which is probably the best motivation, not?


“high-quality internet use”


To realise the idea that everybody should be able to participate in a globalised world, the internet is key. A reliable access to the internet is a prerequisite for 3 reasons:




	the internet gives access to information, needed to obtain knowledge


	the internet gives access to project funding


	the internet expands the market from local to non-local markets





A “high-quality internet use” is needed to obtain knowledge. I do not know the numbers but also in our countries the internet is mainly abused for using social media, betting on all kind of (sport) events and watching porn. The same here. I define a high-quality internet use by creating the awareness for the free available massive online open courses, the MOOC's, and the huge amount of fantastic amateur videos giving the possibility to learn everything, from the typical non-technical micro-credit activities to more interesting and more technical topics like making your own uninterrupted power system (UPS) or (car) battery charger.


External project funding is made possible by a high-quality internet use. Finance knowledge is obtained, including book keeping (my “follow your $” approach) and how to prepare a good business case. This finance knowledge is needed to be successful in crowd funding or finding investors directly.


In the case of a limited, cash deprived or non-stable local market, high-quality internet use gives access to more developed or mature markets. Consider South Africa, Nigeria, Kenya or Ethiopia.


I am enthusiastic Simon. The high-quality internet use to assist local people to earn their own money with their own ideas makes perfectly sense, it is relative simple and is even scalable. If I think big, the high-quality internet use prepares people for a global world, could provide a productive lead, economically uplift rural areas, limit migration towards cities as well as towards richer countries. And if the “big thinking” is not completely realised, assisting people using this approach, will lead to more self-respect and dignity. Will remove barriers that prevent people to participate. Of course, most probably other people thought about all this too and I will not stop trying to find these people.


“real, fully immersive local presence based on local living standards”


A for me completely obvious point but important to mention is that it is crucial to be really locally present. I call it the fully immersive local presence and define it in the words of José Mujica, the former president of Uruguay, as “living like the majority of the people, not like the privileged minority”.1) Indeed, how to know what the local people's needs are, that is, how to know how and where to assist if you live a privileged ex-pat life and have no real contact to the local people. If you are not fully immersed. Unfortunately, this “real local presence” is also not widely understood by many of our Western traditional “development aid” organisations. Two young women just came to clean the bungalow. I take this opportunity to jump in the ocean. I continue later.


Later


The water is so warm Simon. The ocean here is very shallow, which means that with low tide you have to walk far into the water to be able to swim. No high waves like in Durban with the disadvantage that surfing is not possible here but with the advantage that the water is clear. I had to force myself to abandon all these interesting things like the beautiful coloured shells, funny moving crabs, even a small swarm of (young predator) fish and to come back into the shade. I did not take my hat and the sun is burning here. At the moment in a stealthy way due to the nice and cooler wind. I have to be careful since my hair is vanishing more and more in the last couple of years.


Coming back to “assist local people to earn their own money with their own ideas” using a “high-quality internet use”. Together with a local presence to constantly focus on the “follow your $” approach and, of course, the discipline, are these the main pillars under my idea.


The important next step is finding people, who thought about the same approach or actually doing it already. Up till now, I did not find them. Except the IT based incubators or Start-up Hubs that can be found for instance in Johannesburg, Lagos or Nairobi. However, I focus on the productive lead. On more technical projects to produce things. I think that focusing on production, the so-called secondary economic sector, is more sustainable. The IT based activities focus more on outsourcing activities, basically the tertiary economic or service sector being active on areas from writing code to call centres. Areas where I also cannot significantly contribute but are to my opinion also acting in a more fluid market, being geographically less sustainable due to their enormous focus on costs.


A potential reason that I do not find “the other people” could be that I am invisible to them myself. I have to make a start somewhere. After some “hip shooting” in India, Indonesia, Morocco and East-Turkey, the conclusion was, as you also agreed Simon, to focus geographically. I decided to come back to southern Africa. To make use of my KwaZulu-Natal (KZN) contacts, established during my 1½ year stay setting up the solar (PV) factory close to Durban now already 5 years ago.


Hence, I spent the last 3 months in SA and the southern tip of Mozambique to specifically look for a place of about 2'000m2with a building of about 150m2to initiate an incubator or Start-up Hub, enabling a knowledge transfer between the people. In other words to assist local people making better use of the internet, assist in prototyping and assist in initiating their own businesses.


Yes, yes Simon. I hear you asking. “what is the result of the 3 months now?” And the answer is of course: “nothing specific”. Yes, frustrating. But as expected not? And as always, new opportunities open up. Success will certainly come, I am convinced. It is not like the “tomorrow free beer” sign displayed in various pubs.
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Figure: a map of South Africa and the south of Mozambique depicting the route travelled to find a place of about 2'000m2with a building of about 150m2to initiate an incubator or Start-up Hub





My rough plan for these 3 months was to go to KZN first, stay 2 weeks or so in the area before driving complete south to Gavin and Silvia, living in the George area. I met these people in my KZN time 5 years ago. They bought a small farm after selling their company in Durban and they are enthusiastic about my incubator or Start-up Hub approach. Their farm is a potential 2'000-150m2 location.


From the George area, I planned to go via Bloemfontein or KZN, depending on a potential need to follow up things in KZN, to Gauteng. To Johannesburg (JHB) and Pretoria. The aim was to visit some projects I was involved in 5 years ago. In Soweto and Mamelodi, being black townships in these cities.


From Gauteng, I planned to go north to Polokwane to follow up a lead to start a school on a large >250ha farm, that was given back to the local people.


From Polokwane, it was the idea to continue to Zimbabwe. More specific to the eastern part due to the combination of a nicer, milder climate, the


greener mountains or hills, the social stability and the border to Mozambique with the access to the Indian Ocean.


That was the plan. I only skipped Zimbabwe. When I was in Polokwane, I continued to the border, but decided that the political situation in Zimbabwe was too tense. Difficult to get fuel, the schools were closed, etc. In the mean time, we know that president Mugabe is removed and I think it was a good idea to decide to go back to JHB and to take a bus to Maputo. On my way from Maputo to Beira, I am now sitting here at the ocean in Inhalculo and write you.


Let me start more or less chronological. There is a lot to tell.


Solar (PV) contacts from the past


I boarded a plane to Paris where my connecting flight to Johannesburg (JHB) was delayed for 3h. Sitting at Charles de Gaulle at midnight, freezing, I had to laugh about my amateurism. The amateurism of not being prepared for Africa. Not being prepared for the unexpected. I was dressed for summer with my pullover in the checked-in luggage. Aaarrgghhh.


In JHB, I collected a rental car and luckily left the city behind me before rush hour started. I enjoyed the almost 6h drive to Pietermaritzburg (PMB). Happy to be back in SA. I spent a wonderful time here and being absorbed in the past, the kilometres and time went by fast. It is easy to drive in SA. So much space and outside the cities almost no traffic. However, care has to be given to the long-distance trucks. One never really knows what they are doing. How long they are already driving, meaning how tired is the driver? And in what technical state is that truck? Especially the old Freightliners from Zimbabwe and in general all trucks going down the relative steep van Reenen pass.


My biggest concern in these countries is being involved in a traffic accident. An accident can happen very fast and no helicopter is in place to cope with the remoteness. I imagine the situation as going back to the 1950's in West Europe. The only difference is today an increased danger due to faster cars and heavier trucks.


In the PMB area, I stayed with Paul, the former factory manager, and his wife Eileen on their farm. Our excellent marketing lady and partner joined too and you can imagine the very nice evening spend with food, some beers and one old story told after another. It was really nice. To refresh things but also hearing stories from a different perspective after time levelled out some emotions and company-political correctness.


Nevertheless, I was happy to hit a bed after spending the previous night in an airplane chair and driving down 6h to PMB. The next day, we were catching up on some potential projects and made arrangements to follow them up in the next days. In the early evening, I continued to Westville. I had my base there with Bill, a solar (PV) installer. Same story here as in PMB of course. Also with other people I met in these days. I only want to bother you telling about meeting the operators. The ones we started with in the factory from the beginning and the ones I am still close with.


My presence was a surprise. Only Nqobile knew that I was around. She arranged to meet the rest on Sunday after church but did not mention me. As in old times, I picked her up in the morning to go with her to her church. It was very nice to see her and her 2 friends again. Also to realise the different relationship compared to for instance, Bill, Paul and Eileen. I do not know how to phrase it exactly Simon. It is the enthusiasm, the openness, the focus. It seems to be another world. A much closer, cohesive, caring world. Also a difference in meeting people private or at work. The first and obvious difference are the cloths. The first time seeing the operators not in the work uniforms but privately on Sunday, is amazing. So nicely dressed, colourful, elegant, sexy but not so obscene as often noticed in the West. Seeing them the first time privately, I had difficulties to recognise some of them. The church also gives me goose bumps again Simon. Not only because the beautiful singing but also again the people. The people even remembering me after 5 years and giving me such a hearty welcome back. The hospitality Simon. Unbelievable.


We met the other 6 operators for lunch in Durban. I arranged the food and when I entered the place, “hell broke loose”. Nkanyezi let out a very surprising cry and Sibusisiwe even fainted. I was buried under hugs and... I can't really tell the story Simon. As mentioned above, I do not know how to phrase it exactly. It was simply so nice. The feeling. Real human contact I guess. You know what I mean? Maybe simply being really happy.


We had some factory stories of course. Mainly the ones making fun of the local management. The people who didn't believe that women from a township having only basic education could learn to operate these machines and run the factory. The visit of the minister of energy. The operators are still very excited about that day where they explained her the already full running production process. It was magnificent. Some still have the picture on their phones.


However, the factory topics were told fast and soon we shifted to the personal stories. The real things being family relations, the children, society, Umlazi,2) jobs, money, security. It made me very sad to hear that Sibusisiwe's grandmother passed away. She was such a nice person. I learned a lot from her. Among others when she took me aside at Nkanyezi's wedding and told me stories from the past. These stories resulted in me contacting the university teacher Ntokoso, a performance art and English teacher who introduced me to local theatre plays. From these performances, as well as reading poems or short stories written by Umlazi persons, I obtained a much better insight of what really happened, and actually is still happening, in these townships. A potential absurd comparison Simon, but Ntokoso and the performances opened a door for me, as Primo Levi did with his more scientific or exact description of the Buna and Monowitz sites.3)


Besides the daily worries or day-to-day affairs, positivity prevails in Umlazi. The result of the wedding was the most prominent attendee at our gathering, the 2 year old Siyabonga. She is really cute but it took a while before she trusted me and I could hold her.


I wondered why we didn't meet in Umlazi as before. The reason is that all operators succeeded to “escape” Umlazi and found a place to live in the Durban area. I am so happy for them. They all left the factory, had to leave actually and I come back to that later. The good thing is that they all found another job. Despite the very high unemployment rate. Unemployment is still a big issue. No, an enormous issue and apparently it became even worse.


Them finding a new job after leaving the factory is great. Having only a basic education in Umlazi, but being highly motivated and trained in the factory, Thalente is working at a plastic processing company, Sibusisiwe at the Toyota factories in production and Nqobile even at Toyota in quality control. Blessing is working as an admin in an office and Nomti and Nkanyezi started on their own. Nomti went into cosmetics and is making among others soap in the form of cupcakes. Really nice and of course I assisted her with some recipes and made plans with her to install a kind of “reactor vessel” to expand her business to gels (shampoo, cremes, etc.). Nkanyezi, making the most money, started a business on her own, repairing uninterrupted power systems (UPS). “It is so easy”, she says, “people have no clue. They buy a new system and discard the old one although it can be easily repaired”.


It made me happy hearing these stories and getting the proof that with the correct guidance and mainly providing an opportunity, people can achieve a lot. Nkanyezi repaired the first broken UPS with the argument that “if I can make and repair a solar (PV) panel, I can talk to other people and will cope with this UPS”. Just great. What to say more?


The solar (PV) factory


What happened with the solar (PV) factory? Politics Simon. As so often, no technical aspects led to the issues the factory is currently facing. The energy industry is very often only lucrative due to subsidies. The renewable energy sector is no exception. Being dependent on large government contracts, the factory was not able to acquire these contracts. The politics the factory is facing is that the current government did most probably not forget that the (non-black) investors of the factory made their money in the past, in the Apartheid period. Alternatively, the toll manufacturing, producing for Asian companies in SA to meet the local content regulations, did not work out in the end due to various reasons. One of the reasons is that the South Africans, being sanctioned for years, are not used to heavy global competition and its sometimes double-dealing practices. I was not able to bridge the cultural (business) gap between the (non-black) South Africans and to convince them doing business with the Asians.


Facing this situation, the factory is on a stop and go scenario, producing at a low percentage of it's production capacity for the small, non-subsidised, private local market. Very sad, but what to do?


It did hurt to see the factory and to talk with the few people I still know. It also didn't help to sooth the pain by giving some hints to further optimise production, commenting on the marketing activities, showing alternative module designs and establishing contacts to European module producers who specialised in niche markets to avoid the Asian supremacy. It hurts to realise that they are factually dead in the water.


Hydroponics


What about the hydroponic project I started 5 years ago with local people in my free time? The idea starting the hydroponics project, to grow plants directly in a nutrient solution without soil in a more controlled environment, originated at a Sunday braai in Umlazi when Nomti's family discussed the dependence on the large supermarket chains, sometimes charging higher prices in Umlazi compared to Durban or Westville, and the stealing of vegetables from their own garden.


I mentioned that I noticed a by fire destructed stone building around the corner and to make it short, we installed a crowd funded hydroponics system in that building after completely removing the roof. We started with lettuce, spinach and after figuring out how to construct a supporting system, we added cucumbers, tomatoes and peppers. To utilise more space and cultivate products with a higher margin, we added strawberries, herbs and chillies higher up “under the roof”.


Everything went really well. Four people were running the site and people cooperated. A safety person was hired and with everything positioned within the stone walls, the installation could be easily guarded at night. People noticed (ok, probably pushed by my constant “follow your $” remarks) that they needed a book keeper and 2 younger girls started to learn how to use excel. A taxi driver realised that taking care of the logistics would be more lucrative than competing with other drivers to transport people. The activities expanded, plans were made to set-up a second system, to introduce fish to come to an aquaponic system, appointments were planned with the supermarkets for small delivery contracts, etc.


All being very well when I left. However, the activity stopped.


As also so often in our Western countries, the reason for stopping was the problem of taking the growth step from 7 to about 25-50 employees. Coordination issues arose, cooperation became more difficult due to emotions and hierarchy discussions. I guess that some older, still smouldering “clan or family” issues came to the surface too. Again a non-technical reason Simon. Such a pity that I wasn't on site in that growth period since a neutral “power figure” would certainly have helped. But ok. One could restart the project but next to the most probably still existing animosity and emotions, I would have to stay. And mentioning this immediately: I can not stay here any more Simon.


I thought about it for a long time but moving back to the Durban area, or even SA, is no option. I know too much. I lost the naïve attitude that is needed to jump. I do see now the dangers. The constant threat of vandalism, destroying things in 15 minutes that takes a year to construct. The 6 women, actually giving me the protection, left Umlazi and I would also miss the nice house and all the other facilities I had access to in that so-called expat time. Is my thinking ok? Is it too selfish?


A bad feeling for these thoughts was following me for a long time but I have to face it. I feel like that, can't change this feeling and should not stubbornly proceed. I comfort myself with the argument that I am not able to do this alone. That I need an organisation in my back to start working in places like townships.


I talked about it later with Nkanyezi. When she called to ask how to import stuff for her business directly from China. She comforted me by saying that Nomti's parents and other people are even after these 5 years still positive about that white guy coming to Umlazi. They mentioned that they couldn't expect me to stay. But it keeps nagging Simon.


It is already passed lunch time and I am hungry. I will walk to the village and see if I can have one of these nice piri-piri chickens with rice and if possible some vegetables or at least fruits for dessert. The wind increased a little in power and it is good to let it reorganise my thoughts.


Again later


Life is beautiful Simon. The food was excellent and the discussion with the friendly and English speaking couple who owned the small restaurant was interesting. I only mention the money. I had to go to a gas station before I could pay for my lunch. To change my 100 Metical (USD 6) note into smaller notes. There is no cash. I will mention the Credit Suisse, IMF and other aid driven projects that led to the cash shortage another time.


I want to stay with the positive “life is beautiful vibes” and look at my feet where the white, fine sand from the beach, which feels so soft, almost like velvet, is still sticking. Abigail, the receptionist is bringing me the “real coffee” as she said and, seeing me looking and playing with the sand at my feet, is laughing.


Let's continue with KZN. I stayed 12 days to search for my 2'000-150m2 space, visited in these days several schools and talked at other places about potential projects.


Regarding public schools, it is very clear. No space is available in the crowded school buildings to offer the “high-quality internet use” formula to students and other persons, whereas trying to get a foot in the door by becoming a local teacher is not possible. As in many other countries, political reasons prevent me getting a working permit. Teaching at a private school is possible but the people who are able to send their children to private schools are not really my target group.


An interesting aspect, visiting the schools, is that you realise again how separated a school is. I did not see a “mixed” school. The schools are >90% white, Indian or black. This more or less social separation also exists in the West of course but is less prominent in skin colour, in melanin concentration.


Talking with people owning land and buildings about starting an incubator or Start-up Hub, leads to the conclusion that this option is not possible too. Mainly for two reasons. First, running projects with local business people (white, coloured, black, Indian) is economical simply not feasible since the majority of these business people request 50-60% of the project profits in return for using a place or equipment. This is far too greedy. Especially if you see the technical condition of the equipment and buildings, the latter all need renovation. The second reason is that these business people want to have ownership over the projects and activities. This is of course a no-go.


Agricultural irrigation project


Let me describe one project I visited now in KZN Simon. A relative large and in potential very nice agricultural project where some years ago an irrigation system has been installed by a foreign NGO and financed by donations. The installation consists of a pump to bring water from the river about 5m up into concrete irrigation channels that distribute the water over the fields. The area is about 2ha.


Technically speaking, everything is still working. The concrete irrigation channels are still in place, the land is not eroded and the pump is mechanically ok. However, the pump cannot be operated due to the debts with the local electricity company and the land is not used for agriculture.


I hear you asking “how is that possible?” The reason is, as so often, very simple Simon: some of the people growing the crops aim for the short-term profit and simply do not pay the electricity bill. This electricity bill became also unnecessarily high since the people apparently did not switch off the pump, which was then running 24/7. No one was responsible for the pump.


The project had been set-up by the donors. They came with volunteers and when everything was installed, they left. They forgot about the local social structures and customs. They did not appoint a local person, who was accepted in the community and, also very important, would stay and not leave in trying to find a job in the city, in charge of the project or in charge of (the maintenance of) the pump. To appoint a real problem owner.


I was standing there, talked with some people and stayed the night since I wanted to know more. For me, I do not understand why the NGO did not considered and used existing, more technical solutions. To name a few:




	It is a custom in SA, and actually installed in almost every household, to have a metering system that requires upfront payment for the electricity. Why is this common practice not used for the pump?


	When I see the system, I immediately ask “why did the donor organisation not use a solar powered (PV) pump?”


	Or even better, why not build a (row of) wooden water wheel(s) equipped with buckets to elevate the water? As done centuries ago. Apply the physics learned in school.


	Or if these water wheels are too complicated, tap into the power of the existing air pressure, which theoretically can deal with a height difference of 10m. Using some piping and making 2 relative small water reservoirs, this 5m height difference can easily be handled.


	Or dig a small channel upstream, starting from +5m and lead this channel to the land.





So many alternative possibilities that do not need electricity at all. Why this pump Simon? The local people did not hear about these alternative ideas. They mentioned that they got a letter from the municipality, announcing the project and that the volunteers did all the installation work, including the irrigation channels. No involvement of the local people. A real pity I think.


I hear you asking how I would have done this project instead. Based on the information I obtained looking around and spending time with the people, the answer is “not at all”.


Maybe a surprising answer. Let me explain. The project was decided top down. Always a bad procedure. Invest time, inform the people about the potential possibilities and let them come with a plan. If needed, assist in making the plan but keep the local people in charge. They are responsible. Following this strategy of keeping the responsibility with the local people, I think the project would have been stopped automatically. I have the impression that there is not a real need. When I mentioned the alternative, gravity based ways of irrigating the fields and that these solutions can be implemented, operated and maintained without spending cash, only using physical labour, the interest faded.


My opinion is that no project should be started if the local people do not want to participate in the initial construction and perform maintenance work. In this case, the irrigation system is apparently not really needed. Just a nice thing to have. In this case, I would decide not constructing the system and spend the money somewhere else. Quite simple.


Talking to the people, I noticed another aspect. My “follow your $” aspect. When the project was started, the people did not price the electricity costs into their crops. Increasing the sales price was apparently not possible due to competitive reasons. The result is that the people paying the electricity bill, sold the crops with a loss, in this way of course jeopardising the sustainability of the project. The donor organisation had probably no eye for this.


Anyway, the conclusion is that local people have to be responsible. That it needs time to discuss new projects, not only to implement them but maybe more regarding the sustainability. That a firm stand is needed and the project is not started if local people do not feel being the problem owners, despite a potential bureaucratic pressure on the donor to spend the money.


I am sure Simon that I would have found other people to run this project. People who would have invested their labour. However, the area was really rural and the Start-up Hub idea most probably needs a less rural or larger area to secure a larger pool of people to tap into.


The Cape area


After these 12 days, I left KZN and continued my journey of almost 4'000km through SA. In the George area, about half-way between Cape Town (CT) and Port Elisabeth (PE), I stayed with Gavin and Silvia in their caravan, nicely surrounded by their sheep. The farm “an sich” would be very good to set-up the Start-up Hub, but it is too rural as it is located about 50km from George. Too far with regard to the local transport facilities. The hub would be too isolated and in effect not be a hub.


Interesting is that the neighbouring farmer successfully runs a hydroponic business. Unfortunately, he is not the owner. He had to sell his own farm after experiencing a drought for several consecutive years and is now “only” managing this farm. The farm owner is not interested to expand, hiring (local) people and in this way, according to the farm owner, educate potential competitors. A little short-sighted, but ok, I can not change that. The set-up of the hydroponic installation is similar to our project in Umlazi, which gave me the confidence that we really did everything correct.


In this area, I discovered the best place for the Start-up Hub: the vocational school in Mossel Bay (or Mosselbaai). Simon, you should have seen this. Unfortunately, it was too good to be true.


The school is situated almost at the ocean, in new buildings with the old buildings still standing in a relative good condition, with an enthusiastic school head and a science teacher full of energy.


Everything was correct. Really everything. Including the climate. At least in summer. I visited first the other branch of the school, located higher up on the plateau, in Oudtshoorn. Definitely too hot. Here in Mosselbaai, the ocean is tempering the heat and the wind was fresh.


The “old” empty school buildings, or actually barracks, are as mentioned in a good condition and management and staff are full of energy with a positive mindset. What do you need more?


The answer is a permission. The school head, as well as the science teacher told me frankly to forget about starting an activity there. It was not only the bureaucracy that could take several years (years Simon, not months), but more for the fact that I am a foreigner.


Being a foreigner means money. Especially when dealing with civil servants. The non-calculable costs would become too high to obtain the necessary permits.


Of course, I did not believe it. I have to honour my name, not? :-) But after making several phone calls and arranging via via some meetings with civil servants as well as business people from the West Cape, I was convinced.


This can not be done within reasonable conditions. What a shame Simon. What a shame. And what a disappointment.


I guess you also think now of my story from Indonesia. Where the government officials were enthusiastic about my Start-up Hub idea but in the end did not proceed due to the mismatch between organisations: the ministry being a large, bureaucratic organisation employing in general less risk taking civil servants on one side and a 1-man company with non-conventional ideas on the other side of the table.


I need to find an organisation to cooperate or to work for.


Ah, let's not fall in a dark mood and write a little about SA to keep in good spirits. Sitting in a restaurant in Mossel Bay, I learned that the oldest post box in Southern Africa is located here. It is a tree where the Portuguese hung a shoe.


Imagine being a Portuguese sailor in that time Simon. You sail from Europe to India, which takes you I guess about 6-8 months. Hence, if you want to sail to India, the most updated information is 8 months old, coming from a sailor who just returned to Europe. And you have still to leave, meaning the information you have is about 1½ years old when you arrive. I guess that also 500 years ago, a lot could happen in these 1½ years. With the post box in Mossel Bay, this time was reduced to about 4 months. A significant improvement. But still difficult to imagine when I lay in my caravan in the evening at Gavin and Sylvia's farm, activate the mobile internet and can talk to people in Europe. Except talking to people located in the Black Forrest of course. I guess you still do not have a complete network coverage over there Simon, do you?


It is remarkable how well the mobile network coverage is in southern Africa. And making calls is not the only technical use of the network. I also had the fastest delivery of a speed ticket ever.


Coming from KZN, I drove the long distance down here in 2 days. Starting early morning in Westville, leaving out the last possibility to surf the waves with Bill, I passed the mountains of Lesotho, which had that beautiful colour at sunrise. I took a rest, ate my breakfast and absolutely enjoyed the scenery.
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