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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.
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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).




Introduction


In part 1 of our story, describing the first 6 months of a 2 year period, we dived in the fascinating “daily lives” of southern Africa. We got to know Munashe, Anne and Thomas and learned about their individual motivation for what they are doing and why they are doing it. We realise (again) the advantages of entering different rooms, the enrichment that results from meeting other people, and maybe more importantly, discovered (again) that people, although at first sight living and looking differently, are actually very similar.


Munashe and Anne, as typical adolescents worldwide, are searching how to live their lives. How to develop and grow. How to establish themselves in our (global) society. How to contribute and become happy. Whilst Anne has ample choices available but is struggling with the Western, or capitalistic norms and values, Munashe's choices are limited. Munashe can lead a safe life as a small holder farmer like her grandparents or she has to leave Zimbabwe, like her parents, if she wants to do something else. However, leaving Zimbabwe means leaving her home, her society, and with only a negligible chance of obtaining a visa or working permit, becoming an illegal migrant in South Africa, Australia or Europe. Based on the stories of her parents, who work illegally in South Africa, as well as on Anne's inside stories about Europe, Munashe doesn't want to leave Zimbabwe. But she is more or less forced to go this route if she wants to develop more and fully utilise her capabilities. Or will these Start-Up Hub (SuH) activities provide a solution?


With the Start-up Hub, we obtained insights into an alternative strategy to uplift a boarding school, based on “assisting local people to earn their own money with their own ideas”, combined with a “high-quality internet use” and a “real”, fully immersive local presence based on local living standards (see figure below). Thomas describes this alternative strategy elaborately and since this strategy is scalable, a comparison with more traditional aid activities is made.


Through Thomas' emails to Simon, we have also read in many details how the wonderful life in southern Africa looks like. The life in cities, the life of small holder farmers, the joy with and learning from local people, mainly in local restaurants and making use of local transport. The creative ways to attract people to board a public bus; the contents of the local newspapers. The energy and intelligence of the students at St. Ignatius boarding school and Munashe asking “why 'the West' is coming to give so-called development work when Western society is certainly not ideal itself?”


Here, in part 2, Munashe and Anne enter the next rooms and start to discuss topics such as "How do we actually want to live? How can we make a meaningful contribution to society? What does an ideal society look like? Does the West provide the ideal way of life, and if not, where did the West take a wrong turn? As well as asking "Do we need an alternative school system"? and "Is the provision of aid to emerging countries still valid and relevant today?” A proposal for an ideal society is made, followed by answering the questions “Why, if this alternative development cooperation does work, and why, if this ideal society finds broad support, why then are these strategies not implemented?” With the help of Thomas, Munashe and Anne discover more about the global power structures and the issues of change management.


In addition to these activities, Anne and Munashe successfully finish secondary school, whereas the Start-up Hub (SuH) principles are established. More technical projects like micro-wind, micro-hydro, first attempts towards electrical transport as well as an alternative food production, first pharma and cosmetic activities, together with first commercial successes are described.


Local daily life is not neglected and is described broadly. From Munashe and friends' local support to cope with the cyclone Idai destruction, via the death of Robert Mugabe and more NGO activities to the joy of combining science with art and the joy of life in general.
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Figure: the 3-pillar strategy to a successful approach to so-called aid, or to phrase the actual goal, to come to a harmonious world where all people live inside the Maslow pyramid on level B. Only a combined approach of all 3 pillars will lead to success: the technical high-quality internet use, the social-technical aspect of identifying and assisting local people to earn their own money based on their own ideas, and the social aspect of a real, fully immersive local presence based on local living standards.




Part 2


B




Chapter 13


Diary Munashe


Monday 2 July 2018


It is July. Half the year gone.


I have to smile while I write this. Although I am not in such a good mood.


I feel a little ill and I want to complain. Complain about the cold weather. Complain about looking at Anne's nice pictures from Italy. We looked at them from under a blanket together with Vimbo and Ruwa and are jealous. I want to complain about our boring weekend. Complain about ah, does not matter what.


But I have to smile. To smile about my sulking.


Half the year gone. But look how much better life looks now, compared to 6 months ago. Much better, I would say. Not that I do know what to do in 18 months from now. I still have no clue. But I succeeded to contact a person in Europe. And even more: we have a fit. Next to this, I spent a nice time with Vimbo and Ruwa in Bulawayo. I learn a lot in the SuH and even earned my first money. I have a laptop and I am able to use a working internet connection to call mum relatively often since I did bring my phone to school. Actually, I am very happy.


Maybe I am just tired. It is difficult to get up in the morning. I am longing for a hot shower instead of having some warm water in a bucket. I feel too cold. Also now.


Ach, let's do this math exercises. Just stop thinking and adapt Munashe. Look at Vimbo. She is going on and on. She looks at me and smiles. I shift a little bit closer to her and our legs touch. She is cold too. I am so happy to know her. To have her around. I have to push myself to divert my thoughts to avoid becoming emotional.


I think of the math problems Anne sent. So different compared to ours. I mean, not the math of course, but the text. So much text. And the actual math question hidden in that text, is simpler than the questions Mr. Tonderai writes on the black board in 1 line, kkkkkkk.


How would it be to go to Anne's school? The pictures look so nice. Ah, come on Munashe, start doing something. Start solving Mr. Tonderai's math one-liners.


Message Anne to Munashe


Friday 6 July 2018


Hello Munashe,


I tried to call you but forgot that you have classes of course. Sorry. I just finished my last test, which means that my holidays actually started. Next week I am supposed to attend some activities at school but no real lessons. Only to get the results back.


Just give me a call if you read this and have time. Would be nice to hear your voice again.


Hugs


Email Thomas to Simon


Saturday 7 July 2018


Old Mutare Club


Hello Simon,


it was a nice and relaxed week. A lot of things seem to settle. I am feeling much more at ease having tea with the teachers and really happy seeing the effect of the laptops on the students in the SuH meetings. All in control :-) According to Niki Lauda then, I am not driving fast enough...


I wanted to have a look at the newspapers and sit with a coffee in the Old Mutare Club. I promised to describe this place already some time ago. It is, I think, an impressive building. Not the size. It is only 2 stories high but impressive to me because of the old style with the white walls standing on an elevated layer of natural rocks. The many small arched windows, the gable roof, the green metal balustrade on the complete second floor, the relative large chimneys pointing to the large fires that heated the rooms in earlier times and the nice tower on the corner with the silver metal roof, nicely visible from far.


The building is situated somewhat outside the city centre, partly hidden behind trees. The old times are still present in the intact red and in the sunshine illuminating original large English postbox, standing at the corner of the road. One can smell history here. Literally since the cigar and alcohol smell is still present. The typical earthen pub smell from the plush and wooden furniture. The smell being airborne by the humidity. The principles of a steam distillation, still trigger me.


I wonder what flag was used on the large flag pole at the corner under the tower room. Was it the Union Jack or a local one? I did not see an old picture where a flag is shown.


At the entrance a sign is saying “only members” and ringing the bell in front of the metal barred door, does not invoke any activity inside. The first time, I walked around the building to the parking lot and entered from behind, passing the huge but empty kitchen. How hectic would it have been in this kitchen say 100 years ago?


The building manager was in the office and she greeted heartily. She showed me around: the waiting area with the nice, big, soft seats and the most actual newspapers, the reading room equipped with old books and some journals, the bar (only open at night), the restaurant and the guest rooms upstairs. All breaths history. The nice dark wood that is used everywhere, the thick carpet, the furniture. However, all run down, heavily worn. No guests.


The manager ordered a “real” coffee for me and Peter, the club steward, served a 2-portion plunger with a nice porcelain cup, 2 cookies aside and ample hot milk in a silver coloured jug. This perfect service given with an honest smile happens all the time when I visit and I like it. It is nice to sit in these large chairs and look at the old pictures taken in the early 1900's.


Some of them showing strong character people with a herd of cattle in the street ready to go to Harare. All white people posing and one should not think too much about the situation in these times. Completely wrong of course but as mentioned, I like the ambience. Also here, it is quiet, relaxed and it is a very nice place to read the newspapers.


The newspapers on display are a selection. The “real” government papers like The Herald or The Patriot are not present. The selection consists of the Manica Post, The Sunday Mail, The Daily News, The Financial Gazette and sometimes an older issue of this years The Economist.


As in every country, it is interesting to see the advertisements on TV or in the printed media. Normally, it gives a good impression regarding the living standards, the interests and emotions that are present in the society as well as the humour. However, I never noticed such a discrepancy between the wonderful luxury items that are advertised on one side, with the description of the country and society in the head lines, comments and reader letters on the other side. Maybe it is the humour I do not understand.


The headlines focus on the elections. These take place in about 3 weeks, on July 30st. It is the first electoral campaign without Mugabe, although he is still alive. Or is it better to say without Mugabe's wife Grace?


Actually, it is the first election without both traditional players. The opposition party MDC is campaigning with Chamisa, the successor of Morgan Tsvangirai, who died last February. Tsvangirai and the MDC formed together with Mugabe and ZANU-PF an inclusion government from 2009-13. An inclusion government would be, I think, also the best scenario for now. Chamisa is young, whereas the ZANU-PF veteran Mnangagwa has the experience, is old enough and could announce that he will only serve 1 term so that a real but more solid transition towards a “new” Zimbabwe could take place in 5 years time. But who am I? Let's see what happens.


Personally, I do not know what to do. It seems that about 50 political parties are involved. I do not have the overview. I will definitely stay away from all rallies and I am also thinking of going a week or two to MZ. But on the other hand. The action will be in Harare and Bulawayo. Nothing is happening at St. Ignatius and the green border to MZ is always a reliable possibility to reach Beira and an international airport in case of serious trouble.


Actually, I am more concerned regarding the cash situation. It seems that more and more people run out of cash. Government refuses to print money in fear of inflation. I remember a picture 10-15 years ago of protesters holding up a sign with notes nominated with billions of Zim$, saying “hungry billionaire”. I like this cynical humour.


I will describe the cash topic to you later in more detail Simon. No details now. Interestingly, when I change USD 50 on the street, more than half of the Bond notes I get are brand new. I have to call some finance people at home to see if they know what a chemist doesn't understand yet.


I will slowly move over to Dana's to have a good chicken with sadza.


Maybe we can have a call tomorrow late afternoon to catch up regarding the stuff I sent Anne. Would be nice.


I wish you a good day


Thomas


Email Anne to Munashe


Tuesday 10 July 2018


hibernating


Hello Munashe,


I am soooooooo lazy. Doing absolutely nothing. Also too lazy to write but have to since there is no chance to get you on the phone right now. I enjoyed our long calls in the weekend Munashe and would like to hear your voice again. However, not possible at the moment. So I opened my laptop and … ahhh, fell back down on my bed :-)


I didn't make it to start writing something before leaving my room and sitting at my grandparents kitchen table. My grandmother made a large pot of tea. The smell of the herbal tea is nice. She is sitting next to me and is making one of these self-made birthday cards for someone. My grandfather is sitting in his chair in the living room watching the Tour de France and mentions to my grandmother to come and look since they visited the Bretagne (Brittany) last summer.


I love it to be here. To stay with my grandparents. I am not going back home till after the holidays. They really annoyed me by constantly nagging about my Dutch test. As you know, all tests went well. All good grades except Dutch. I scored a 5 (D– or E),1) which is maybe a little annoying but not that bad since the average is still a 7 (B). It can happen, isn't it? I mean slipping at 1 test. I really do not understand the fuss since all other scores are good. I am very irritated. So I packed some stuff and came here.
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Aaahhh, so nice. Actually, I isolated myself a little. Only going to school to collect the grades. I skip the social end of year activities and only see Ronja. I think I stay in this hibernate mode for some days. Reading a little bit and enjoying the company of my grandparents.


It is so nice coming down in the morning and finding the breakfast table ready. That my grandparents join me with their smiling faces for their 2nd cup of coffee. To have some small talk about whatever what. Their interest and most of all that they do not judge. The hug when I leave the house. The nice atmosphere in the evening and after dinner. Ronja joins every evening and doesn't want to go back home either.


If I think of it, it is only a couple of days. Starting from Friday, I will work 10 days in a row. Relative long days. The bakery opens at 6.30h in the morning (Sundays 7.30h), closes at 18.30h during the week and at 16h in the weekend (or later if the customers enjoy the nice weather). I normally start at 9.30am when more service is needed for people sitting down for a coffee and cake or ice cream. In the weekends, it never becomes 18.30h so I am curious how that will be. Being on my feet for that long. Especially the first 2 days will be tiring I guess.


But then: holidays Munashe! Ronja and I decided to go to Italy and we did see a cheaper train ticket for Monday July 23rd. We actually have to book it soon before the tickets will be gone.


Ah Munashe, too bad my parents don't allow me to come to Zimbabwe. Let's see if we can manage to get you over to Europe with Christmas. My grandmother reacts on my sigh and I tell her the last sentence. She hopes to see you too and she says hello to you.


I stop writing – back to hibernating mode. It is too exhausting to think.


A hug


Anne


1. Since we discussed one of the last times about the grades, I had a look at the difference between the Dutch system and yours. We have grades from 1-10 with 10 being the highest. A score of a 1 and a 10 actually never happens. A 1 is obtained providing an empty piece of paper only showing your name and a 10 is making no mistake, even the smallest, at all. A score of 6 is a pass, 5 and lower a fail. To graduate, it is only allowed to have one 4, one 4 and one 5, or two 5's with the requirement that the average of all your scores for the 8 subjects is minimal 6 (or actually 5.5 since this is rounded to 6). Comparing the grades: 9 = A+, 8 = A, 7 = B, 6 = C, 5.5 = D. It starts to become fuzzy with the D or using + and – and a comparison between the systems is not clear regarding the E and F's.


Letter Munashe to Anne


Wednesday 11 July 2018


There seems to be a global energy leakage Anne. Also here, we are not fully energetic. Quite some people have issues with their tummy. Maybe a bacteria making its round or just an ordinary cold.


I say a global energy leakage, but not Thomas of course. He is all over the place doing some stuff at the school garden and also arranges a person to dig holes to place a PV system at the clinic. What high-energy stuff is he eating?


I am sorry to hear about your parents Anne. And yes, it would be great to sit together at your grandparents table in the kitchen. I can smell your tea already. Please say hello to your grandparents too.


Can I ask how you plan your holidays? Why Italy? And how do you pay for it?


Yesterday we had again a very interesting SuH meeting. Thomas started about internet safety. I say it was interesting but all the information was also dazzling. Is it a positive or a scary thing that crime is shifting from brutalities on the street or using physical force breaking into houses towards stealing by plundering your bank account from a safe distance sitting in a comfortable chair with a cup of tea on the side?


I was not surprised about people trying to know your bank account information and ways to transfer money from there but surprised how hackers can enter your laptop or phone and do things you don't notice. Or follow what you do. I mean seeing what keys you activate by typing. Or that they are able to block your hard drive with a password. That you then have to pay using the anonymous Bitcoins for unlocking your own computer. Very scary but also interesting. Did you ever hack Anne? I mean, in a good way. Finding the IT safety holes at companies and warn them.


Next to the hacking, we also talked again about the value of data. It is indeed a huge thing, having these data I mean. If you know what a person likes to eat, you can not only direct him immediately to the correct restaurant but more, he will appreciate this and comes back to you.


Hence, not distributing flyers to everybody on the street in Mutare trying to sell herbal medicines but specifically addressing a person knowing that she or he suffers from a nervous stomach. Addressing that person with her or his personal issue and being able to offer specifically a medical formulation easing digestion. It is of course the same as the pregnant teenager and I repeat myself. But it fascinates me, seeing this more effective business approach. The question for us now is how to get the data of the people here in Zim. Thomas was very honest mentioning that he only knows a little about writing code and does not know anything about making an app. He refers to Mr. Zororo and Mr. Farai. But yes, he also had to smile when he said that, kkkkk.


A faster internet connection is key to run this SuH. The current connection is actually too slow for us to teach ourselves. We are not really able to download full courses or videos.


If I look around and see my friends here sitting in the library, I want to ask you if I can join your hibernating Anne. I imagine you laying in your bed, nicely curled like cat, warm – ah, I stop. Take care Munashe


Email Anne to Munashe


Thursday 12 July 2018


summer holidays


Hello Munashe,


it is so strange that you say it is cold. That you have winter while we have summer. I keep forgetting this. How cold is it?


We bought the train tickets to Florence and Rome yesterday. It takes us a complete day, about 13h. I am looking forward to sit in the train, read a little, talk and look at the landscape. Much better than flying. But also much more expensive. Unbelievable in the light of our climate issues. And actually also unbelievable that our school friends tell us that we are insane not to fly. That we are stupid to pay more and travel 10h longer. They are not thinking about the environment at all.


The holiday is expensive. It is the first holiday abroad without my parents.


Only with Ronja. And I want to do that. I have been saving for it for almost a year now. From the weekly allowance my parents give me and my earnings at work of course. My birthday is strategic at the start of the holidays and I asked for money instead of presents.


I also saved money after starting a personal book keeping. The follow your $ approach :-) I only do that for a short time now, but it already shows result. I was spending money where I actually did not want to, as well as having subscriptions that I forgot about, do not need or are cheaper at other places.


My biggest income is achieved by hacking :-) No, I never did that Munashe. The only experience I have is when the boys in our class hacked the electronic white board at school. This was really fun. The teacher first not knowing what was happening but then also saw the funny sight of it. No, I also do not know how to invade other computers or devices. I think you know more than me. Actually, only a few “nerds” at school know how to write code. The rest is just using the stuff. Mostly without thinking. They do not care about the consequences of sharing data. That also annoys me. The majority of the people in our school is not spending 1 thought about society. About the increasing influence of the tech companies. About homeless people, the migrants or a sustainable future in general.


I started to read and watched some videos Thomas sent me regarding aid.


I do not really know what to make from it. Or more, where to start. I forwarded you the stuff. Did you have a chance to look at it?


I have to get out of my bed Munashe. I am hungry.


Have a very good and warm day Hugs, Anne


Letter Munashe to Anne


Thursday 12 July 2018


Hello Anne,


today was warmer but the cold is now creeping up again.


Yes this summer-winter thing is strange. Also that you have such a difference between summer and winter. Both temperature and day light.


That you have day light from 5am till 10pm in summer and only from 8am till 6pm in winter. Here, it is more or less always light from 6am till 6pm. In summer you can add about 1h more light. Isn't that strange having so much light in summer?


Thomas showed us some pictures about your winter. The snow in the mountains, the skiing and the ice skating. Brrrrrrr. I do not know if I would like that.


Here, it is not that cold. Sometimes, in Mtazaridale, not at school, we have some frost in the morning but I have never walked in the snow. I once did see snow from very far, sitting in the bus passing PMB and seeing the Drakensberge in the distance.


These days, it is cold at night. Around or even below 10°C. In the afternoons it is mostly nice. When the sun is shining, it is 25°C. The issue is in the morning and evening. Sitting in classes in our school uniform, it becomes really cold after an hour or so since most of us do not have trousers with the school uniform. We just wear the skirts. In our dorms, we wear our private trousers and have enough blankets. We are happy that Ms. Nyathi arranged that water is heated in the morning in the big pots in the kitchen. We scoop some hot water into a bucket and mix it with some cold water so that we don't have a cold shower in the morning.


You do not want to fly? I never did. Actually, I only went to an airport once.


King Shaka in Durban where we went to have a look with my parents and brothers some years ago. I also never travelled by train. Here, one passenger train per week is driving between Harare and Mutare. I saw it only 2-3 times. Very, very slow. The buses are much more convenient. You do not have these buses in Europe, do you?


Florence and Rome. Must be nice based on the internet pictures. I am curious about your stories Anne.


Sleep well, Munashe


Messages Munashe – Anne


Saturday 14 July 2018


Hello Anne,


I tried to call you. Where are you? I left a voice message :-)


I worked today and just heard your message Munashe!


So nice!!!


you remembered my birthday!


Thanks very very very much


These are the nicest birthday wishes and the nicest birthday song I ever got Multi-vocal, so beautiful Say thanks and hello to Vimbo and Ruwa hugs


Message Munashe to Anne


Sunday 15 July 2018


Good morning Anne,


how was your birthday party yesterday evening? What did your parents say? It is funny to see the pictures. Everything relatively sober, I would say. Or normal is maybe a better word. Here, we always dress up at birthday parties. We have a lot of balloons and our cakes are much bigger and more colourful. Like the pictures I send you now from my nephew John's birthday last summer.


How was work? The weather was good and you obtained a lot of tips?


Don't forget your book keeping :-)


Hugs


Email Anne to Munashe


Sunday 15 July 2018


birthday pictures


oh what a nice pictures Munashe. I am surprised. Yes, very colourful and huge cakes. Do they also taste well? They look very sweet and with all these colours also a little artificial, isn't it? Is the spiderman plastic? Or can you eat him too?


I love the dresses. But where are the men? I only see women and children.


The party yesterday was not really a party. Only a few people came but I wanted it like that and I really enjoyed it. My parents were ok. I was tired anyway and also did not want to discus or make it too late since I worked today as well. Tips are ok. The owner's wife should be a little more friendly.


Or just smile a little more and using a softer voice. That would help increasing the number of customers and with that the tips I guess. But ok.


The book keeping is easy with the money coming in. It is more difficult to write down immediately what you spend. I actually forget things here. And you? Does it also feel a little like a pressure seeing that the columns don't balance? A pressure trying to keep track?


As mentioned before, last week I started to read some stuff that Thomas mentioned to me. I put the aid aside for now and focused on the books. Or our Western society in general. The books describing dystopian societies but also some videos addressing issues in our current society like discrimination, how governments establish power and the school system.


Having these pictures and characters in my head and seeing the customers at work or overhearing their conversations, I am a little confused. What is the goal of our government? Or how to involve or activate people? How to move them away from complaining?


Too serious for a Sunday evening Munashe. I watch a movie or so and then go to sleep.


Take care Anne


Letter Munashe to Anne


Tuesday 17 July 2018


Hello Anne,


I did not have a look yet at all the information you sent. I think I will wait till the term is over and can read it with much more focus.


We had a funny SuH meeting yesterday. When we arrived at Thomas' office, Mr. Tonderai was also present. We were surprised and didn't really know what would happen. Thomas mentioned that we do some math and that he and Mr. Tonderai had 2 questions. First, that we demonstrate that p = 3.14 and second, to tell us the distance between the large tree next to the office and the smaller tree in front of the admin building.


We looked at each other and did not really know what to do. Thomas and Mr. Tonderai also did not say anything and started to talk about the difficulties to explain students what exponential really means and talked about logarithmic scales. They didn't pay any attention to us.


It was Vimbo, who started with a sigh and wrote on the white board C = 2pr and p = C/2r. Mr. Tonderai said: “yes, correct formula but demonstrate that this formula is correct”. Again we looked puzzled but then Douglas said that we have to find circles and do the measurement. Thomas smiled, put a rope, a stick and a measuring tape on the table and said: “we will follow you”. Douglas smiled, took the rope, walked to the large tree, put the rope around it, lay it down and said to me to measure the length. We estimated the diameter of the tree and came to 3.0 for p.


We walked to the other tree and came to a result of 2.9. Ignasio found a bottle and the result was 3.2. While searching, Mimi took the rope and the stick and draw a circle in the sand. Then varied the length of the rope and draw about 10 more circles. This was actually a very good idea and also increased our accuracy. The average of the measurements was 3.14. Mr.


Tonderai was smiling happily.


But then the tree-to-tree distance. We walked to the large tree and wanted to use the measuring tape to determine the distance to the other tree.


Thomas started laughing and he said loud to Mr. Tonderai that the next question would be to measure the distance to the Kopje.


We discussed a while and then Ignasio took his laptop and said he will go to the IT room and use a satellite view to determine the distance. But what to do if there is no power? Hmmm.


To make it short, Mr. Tonderai and Thomas had some fun in helping us.


First they made us realise that we should use our knowledge about triangles and goniometry, and secondly to use two 1.5m long sticks and a rope to construct the triangles. The sticks to point to the 2 trees and the rope to determine the length of the unknown side of the “stick-stick-rope” triangle. Having the triangle, we could determine the angles and hence calculate the distance.


It was great fun. Also to come up with a handy way to construct a triangle vertically when measuring the height of the tree. First we were laying on the ground trying to correctly pointing the stick towards the top of the tree.


A little cumbersome and I mentioned to use a kind of platform, a table actually. We placed one stick horizontally on the table and attached the rope to the upper stick, the one pointing to the top of the tree. Applying a little tension at the rope, automatically results in a 90° angle with the lower horizontal stick. That was really elegant.


It was fun Anne and the stories of measuring the earth, the distances to the sun and the moon, as well as the English measuring up our land, became alive. I also start to see more and more clear, how different teaching could be, compared to as it is now at St. Ignatius. Do you have teachings outside?


Anyway, I hope you had a good day. That the “energy/($ income-tip)” balance is a low number :-)


Take care Anne and talk to you soon, Munashe


Message Anne to Munashe


Friday 20 July 2018 what are you talking Munashe :-)


No, we don't have classes outside. I only remember biology once, in Form 1, going to a pond. Long time ago.


I am a little busy – work, preparation Florence&Rome Can you call tomorrow evening?


Kisses


Messages Anne – Munashe


Tuesday 24 July 2018


Hello Anne


you arrived safe and well in Florence?


hugs


yes, yes


everything fine


it was a little hectic to find a place to stay


a little more preparation would have helped :-)


oh, beautiful pictures


must be so nice that place where you are now


a hug


Diary Munashe


Sunday 29 July 2018


It is Sunday. But no sun. It was cold in church as well as in front of the primary school where I had a call with Anne. To warm up, I am sitting together with Ruwa and Vimbo on my bed leaning against the wall, covered with blankets. I think we will not move until supper.


Anne and Ronja went to Rome last Friday. Anne mentioned that the city is big but when I checked it, it is about the same size as Durban. Always difficult to tell with the non-registered people like mum and dad. But definitely, Anne sounded (and is) stressed.


As far as I did understand it, it is crowded there, expensive and people are pushy, come physically and verbally close. They are trying to sell things and activities, follow you and sometimes take you by your shoulder or stand in front of you to get your attention. I made the remark “sounds like Africa”, but she couldn't laugh. It seems that most of the street vendors are Africans. She did not say it immediately but she is afraid of black people.


This makes me think.


What does she mean? She mentioned before that not many black people are living in the area she grew up and still lives. But is she discriminating?


What does she really think of us?


We have whites here. Hence, I am familiar with white people but actually never have contact with them. I do not know them. But to be fair, the only whites being here are the old Rhodesians. They don't make catcalls :-)


In Durban you have more whites. I meet them at the beach and I think they are harmless. They brag, show off and ah, what to say about their remarks.


It is different with the Indians, if you walk in the Indian neighbourhoods.


Different language, different food and hence smell. Also different restaurants and shops. But am I afraid? No.


The blacks have these catcalls too: “hello nice”; “black is beautiful”; “come here” and other not really creative, more vulgar shouting. Including the very annoying hissing and whistling. They also follow you. Not really nice but what to do. Also harmless I think.


I am afraid of crooks. And yes, the crooks I see here are all black, kkkkk.


What I do not like about the whites, the men, is their stares. The looks towards your boobs and ass. Of course, blacks are also doing this, but much less so. The few Chinese I met also stare by the way. They really stare. This is not comfortable. Although for me. Ruwa likes it. But yes, she has the looks. As Anne actually. She is a beautiful person, a gorgeous person. Actually funny that Anne mentioned the stares too, but only the whites that stare.


I do not really know what to make about her remarks of the black street vendors. I have to ask her.


Money seems to be an issue for her too. It seems Italy is expensive. But where is it not expensive? For us, it is strange that Anne and Ronja have to go to a hotel. We never do this. There is always someone who belongs to our family, or is a friend of so and so. We bring some food and help in the household to compensate additional costs. I could never afford to stay in a hotel or B&B.


I discussed about the difference between the West and Zimbabwe or “Africa” with Vimbo before. After Thomas mentioned why he really likes to be here. That people here are more friendly, laugh more and most of all do help each other more. If I listen to Anne, I think there is something true about that. Vimbo is also a little confused. We want to go there, to Europe, to have a look ourselves.


Sitting on the bed, Ruwa, Vimbo and I had a look at some pictures from Florence and Rome. It really looks nice. It is clean. And nothing is damaged, dilapidated. All nice houses and intact statues.


The museums are also very beautiful. All these ceiling decorations. Wow.


Again a big difference compared to the museums here. And the content of course. We really have a lack of information. This gives me a bad feeling.


It is not fair. Again, I am coming to the same conclusion. It is not fair that we can't travel. That we are excluded from information. That we do not have a government that protects us from corruption and would allow living a fair life.


Tomorrow are elections. It is 8 months ago since Mugabe left. Or was forced to leave. What did change? The initial euphoria actually decreased with winter appearing. Also here at St. Ignatius, no-one is talking politics.


Actually also no surprise since this is ZANU-PF country and schools like ours anyway. Will things change with Mnangagwa or is mum correct by saying ZANU-PF = ZANU-PF and nothing will change? I am afraid she is correct. It should be a great day tomorrow but I do not expect to experience anything “great” here tomorrow.


Email Thomas to Simon


Thursday 2 August 2018


elections and shootings in Harare


Hello Simon,


your assumptions are correct. I personally did not notice anything here on site regarding both the elections and the aftermath of the elections. The shootings in Harare. I learned about it from news published online and from the teachers who are quite upset.


I do not really know what to make of it. This is new, it seems. The military never shot at people before. I also do not know why it is done. The people demonstrating are actually harmless and to be cynical, there is not that much left that can be destroyed. So why sacrificing the positive image the army had after removing Mugabe? Soldiers were seen as heroes. Did the police turn weak or even showed signs to switch sides? The military filling the power vacuum of the police?


I heard that Mugabe relied on the police force to keep order. Mainly via the (non-uniformed) police arresting opposition leaders at night. Kidnapping is probably the correct word to use. The arrested people frequently also went permanently missing.


After the coup, the road blocks, and with it the cash income for the police, disappeared. I can imagine that with the cash and forex issues, a delay in salary payment exists, which definitely lead to frustration within the police force.


What power game is going on in the background? Is the person controlling the police force still loyal to Mugabe (=Grace) and do not fully support Mnangagwa? Is this the reason why the military has to step in and enter the stage?


My actual question is why not avoiding the demonstrations?


I know, too logical.


The people demonstrate because they fear a manipulation of the election results. It doesn't matter what the outcome of the election is, this could be foreseen, not?


I think I mentioned it a couple of weeks ago, but repetition will maybe make it heard :-) For me, the most logical approach would have been to form an inclusion government with Mnangagwa as president and the MDC opposition party leader Chamisa as vice-president. With the death of Tsvangirai only 6 months ago, Chamisa and the MDC would most likely accept an inclusion government scenario as practised from 2009-13 immediately.


Mnangagwa could make himself going into history as a great man by announcing that he will only stay one 5 year term, which should be enough to both put Zimbabwe on its feet again and to give the “old establishment” the time to retreat without losing their face.


But ja, probably too naïve and maybe more important, is Mnangagwa actually in charge? Or who are the strong military men? Or what (international) business people control the Au, Pt and diamond activities?


Coming back to real life Simon. Here, everything is fine and it seems that in Mutare everything is quiet too. I decided not to move from this place this week and to wait for the official results. Ms. Nyamangodo is supplying me with vegetables and fruits from Mutare.


Take care Thomas


Letter Anne to Munashe


Saturday 4 August 2018


Hello Munashe,


I felt writing you a letter. I bought a drawing block, some pencils and do enjoy using these instead of my laptop. It slows me down more.


I will also put my phone aside and start making drawings instead of pictures. Like Ronja. Of course, I am not that good in drawing but first, Ronja and I will have the same pace so that I do not feel impatient and Ronja not stressed if we are going to a place. Second, I will see more details.


You noticed during our phone calls that I was a little bit stressed (understatement of course...). I wanted to do too many things and I think that I also missed the more or less rigid structure at home. Coming here, Ronja and I had to decide everything ourselves. And more, we both also had to decide what we want to do ourselves. Meaning not automatically following the other and not feeling upset about this.


It took us some days to realise things. We both had to laugh when we recognised the dilemma of having freedom. No teachers, no parents, no program to follow. Also realising the importance of talking. Telling the other person what you feel. Where you have to adapt and actually not want to adapt. Not making the mistake that I think that Ronja thinks that …. For instance that I think she wants to enter that restaurant to eat a pizza and she thinks that I want that. Only to discover afterwards that actually none of us wanted to go inside and also would like to eat Asian food and no pizza. We laugh about it now. Our friendship became even closer Munashe.


After realizing that both of us didn't like the hustle and bustle in and around our hotel, we moved into an area with no tourists. Although the place we stayed was a little dirty, we both felt so much better. I even got up early in the morning to walk a little before having a small Italian breakfast in one of these small bars. It is wonderful to have a cappuccino and a croissant filled with jam while observing the Italians. Also nice that they recognise you when you enter the second day. They even start to talk to you but I do not understand a word and can only laugh foolishly. However, some women speak a little English or German. I enjoy it.


Afterwards, I take time to read a little in a small park. I have no stress that Ronja wants to sleep longer and I patiently wait for her to get up. Sitting there, reading and watching people, I don't mind at all that she comes never earlier than 11am.


It is nice to see her coming and listen to her dreams or new ideas. We buy some food in a supermarket and take a bus or metro to see only one thing in the tourist area. The thing we agreed upon the evening before.


Yesterday, we went again to see the Colosseum, the Forum and spend most of the time in and around the Victor Emanuelle II monument. A huge thing honouring the first Italian king and having 2 museums on the Italian unification and the Italian emigration. Very interesting. Also having nice views over the city. It really makes much more sense to spend more time in one place instead of rushing around and seeing a glimpse of everything.


It would be so nice if you would be here Munashe.


We are sitting now at the train station and are on our way back to Florence. Although Rome is nice, we wanted to explore again the more intimate city of Florence. We will stay again in Pontassieve. Time flies. We will be back home already next Friday.


I wish you a very nice weekend Munashe Kisses Anne


Email Thomas to Simon


Wednesday 8 August 2018


visit university


A very good morning Simon.


You slept well? I hope so. I did. And actually it did surprise me after my experience at the First Continent University, FCU, yesterday. I thought I would be more upset.


You know that I do want to connect with different schools in the area. To make connections with other secondary schools, both the in general poorer non-boarding schools and the richer private schools, as well as connect to the tertiary education stage, to the vocational institutes and universities.


I think it is important that my Start-up Hub (SuH) people do see and experience the situation at other secondary, non-boarding schools. That the education level in these schools is not that high and that the SuH people are able to assist their peers. Or even the teachers (although I think that is culturally a bridge too far). Visiting these schools and assisting their peers is of course also selfish since the SuH people acting as student assistants/teachers will learn most.


However, establishing a contact across income levels is key. That there is a personal respect on both sides and the people see and experience that best results are obtained by the combination of brain and muscle power.


To establish contacts with the other side of the (monetary) spectrum, I also try to establish peer-to-peer contacts with private schools. That the SuH people are not too impressed by the flamboyance of the private schools:


the nicely painted buildings, green sport fields, new school buses, more beautiful school uniforms, etc. That these people also only cook with water. That the SuH peers in private schools are not really smarter and also face the same personal issues.


Yesterday, we went to a university campus, the First Continent University – the FCU. I passed it several times but the area is gated and too big to see buildings from the outside. I heard that it was a posh campus, heavily financed by the Christian Seraphic Church based in the US. They sponsor 3 campuses in Africa, in the North, the East and this one in the South.


Teachers are paid in USD and, according to what people say in Mutare, if you succeed to be employed at the FCU, you made it.


I established a contact via the innovation initiative of the university. They call it i5hub, the 5 standing for the sequence ideation, incubation, innovation, intellectual property and industrialisation. All very nice, including the website. Also here, the theory perfectly in place. Hence, I decided to go there.


Using my European background, some marketing and sales talk and so on, I was able to open a door and made an appointment for a visit together with some “potential university students”. The SuH people of course.


To avoid showing up with 10 people, I did not arrange transport and mentioned that we could walk. It is only a little more than 15km off-road from St. Ignatius. As expected, most of the boys were too lazy and we visited the place the 5 of us, matching the i5 with 3 girls, 1 boy and me.


We left immediately after breakfast and it was a nice 3h walk. I enjoyed it a lot having more time with the students to talk. Especially with Tendai. A clever guy, doing business administration. He had interesting ideas and sitting in the garden yesterday evening I think we could really take one idea and develop it further.


But let me focus on the university Simon. It is a posh university. Really.


Arriving at the gate, we had some small talk with the security and I refused the offer that a car would pick us up. The people at the entrance were really open and friendly. The gardener was arranging some plants in the already good looking garden and it is just wonderful seeing people having fun in their work.


We walked in and indeed, the security person was right, it was still quite a walk. The temple, if I can call it like that, being the centre of the campus buildings, didn't seem to come closer.


The site is mainly uncultivated, only on a few plots we saw some agriculture. The buildings, including a small clinic, look very decent and I guess everything was build in the very early 1980's, probably immediately after Mugabe took office.


And now it comes Simon. Searching for the correct building, I noticed 2 men in a truck filling up a large genset with diesel. I walked there to ask directions but actually more out of curiosity: why is the genset running at 9am? It is light, breakfast is over, lunch preparations didn't start yet.


I learned that this genset is running on average >10h per day. That is a lot of diesel Simon. And a lot of money to arrange that amount of diesel in Zimbabwe. Why no hybrid mini-grid using solar PV panels if one seems to have access to that amount of money as well as enough space on site?


But ok, we walked into the building, were guided to the reception area and when we waited for the director, I felt bad for Vimbo, Munashe, Mimi and Tendai. The university is really posh. The people are dressed as if they go for a dinner party: nice clothes, all women wearing jewellery and excessive make-up, men in suits, polished shoes. We formed a contrast with our normal school outfit and my normal polo shirt (sweaty), rolled up trousers and dusty sport shoes. We definitely did not fit in.


I noticed that the airco was running. On the genset Simon. And worse, it was rather cold in the building. The PA used an electric heater under her desk because she had cold feet and legs... I had a flashback to my first visit to our Organichem offices in the US >25 year ago, where I did see the same. Absolutely insane. And here this insane scenario is running on a genset! Can you believe it? I don't. It is completely absurd. Is someone thinking?


The next surprise was entering the innovation space, the i5hub. It was empty. No people. Only about 15 large-sized Apple flat screens, these small blue tooth or USB receiver connected keyboards, nice PR posters at the wall and a very good looking, beautifully dressed (although her décolleté was too deep) and friendly acting director who was very busy. I only do not know with what. I had to think of Richard Feynman's cargo cult science.


Unfortunately, we could not talk about projects, although we were prepared. Honestly I think they had no projects.


Looking at their marketing material, they charge too much money for their help and I have the idea that people who need assistance with their project or business also do not find their way to the i5hub. But with all the money around, I think it doesn't matter. There is no need for the hub to have customers and to be profitable.


But anyway, I did not want to leave and asked for the internet password.


We connected our laptops and I enjoyed the expression on “my” people's faces experiencing a 155Mb/s internet connection. Only that made the visit worthwhile. Although, I had mixed feelings. They really know now the difference using the internet with a speed of 1 and 155Mb/s. I hope, they do not get frustrated back at St. Ignatius.


Mimi was so excited crying “boom, it is there already. Unbelievable. And boom, again. This is fantastic. Boom”. I had to laugh. We watched some MOOC intro's, made use of the connection to download all kind of stuff and had to leave after a little longer than an hour. I couldn't extend our time in that room any more. Actually, they kicked us out.


It was very unfortunate that no students were present at the i5hub. Also unfortunate, that I was not able to connect with the director. Dressed like I was and coming by foot, I had no chance to successfully play my charms with her.


Leaving the building, we had a look outside, went to the canteen and waited for lunch. Also here, no real contacts could be made. The university students were too old to be interested in the SuH people and the interest towards me was also limited. Most of the students come from abroad:


DRC, Egypt, Namibia, Zambia and seem to be upper class.


In summary, one can state that the university is not really integrated in the local community. It is too far out from Mutare, too isolated from the road, tucked away on its 500ha area, too isolated due to the luxury. Apparently, the money comes automatically. For the i5hub it doesn't matter to have customers or not. Thinking cynical, I can imagine that in their budget meetings, the lack of projects or activities will most probably be blamed on the local people: they simply do not have ideas.


I made some inquiries and heard that the FCU sponsoring is about USD 10 million/y. This is a large amount of money. I do not know if I can believe it. But talking to a director of TelOne in my discussion to arrange an improved internet connection to St. Ignatius, he mentioned that the FCU internet connection is USD 15'000/month. Also a large number.


It seems that money is wasted here Simon. And not only on the diesel.


The complete site is sponsored from the US. Why don't they push for a hybrid mini-grid? It would save so much money. The US people should see this, not? Is it again my NGO bashing? Again a less positive example?


I really think so. It is throwing money (“as usual” I wanted to say) for not knowing what else to do with the money. The “money is looking for projects” scenario, to have a good PR, etc., but it is not effective and efficient. It is a shame. Alas.


Despite this experience, I slept well. May be it was the nice walk. The talking with the SuH people. The visit and experience connected us more on a personal level. I was also expelled at the FCU, despite being a white guy with a PhD from Europe. The discussions and remarks on our way back home were more open. I enjoyed it.


I think I can close the FCU chapter Simon. I do not see any advantage or win I can bring the FCU. They don't want me to give some lectures or workshops. Maybe designing a PV system would be an advantage for the Seraphic Church, but they most definitely prefer a US company to set it up.


Thanks again for your “listening ear” Simon. I probably can not hide my frustrations. Please let me know your thoughts or comments. Always more than welcome.


I wish you a very nice day Thomas


Email Thomas to Simon


Wednesday 8 August 2018


PV system will arrive tomorrow or Fri


I forgot the most exciting news Simon: I received a message this morning that the PV system will be delivered tomorrow or Friday. That's good news, not? And I have to laugh about the notice time. Luckily, I already arranged for wooden planks and the self-made multi-purpose woodworking clamps to stabilise the installation frame while under construction as well as that the holes for the fundament are ready. The Durban guys only mentioned that I should make sure to have enough beer for the truck drivers. I have to arrange this first thing tomorrow morning.


Letter Munashe to Anne


Wednesday 8 August 2018


Thomas arranged a visit to see the innovation hub of the university 20km from here. I wanted to see it. I never saw a private, Western financed university campus and was also interested in the innovation hub. To see what they are doing. What projects they have. So when Thomas also arranged that we did not have to attend classes at school, I decided that this was a good opportunity. However, I thought he was joking when he mentioned we walk all the way! I expected to see a car picking us up. But no. We walked, taking the shortest way over the paths local people use to go to their fields. I almost start to believe in his bicycle thing. I mean the electrical one he once talked about.


I felt ashamed yesterday how the director at the university treated Thomas. She was not very respectful. We did not really fit with these rich people. I felt bad. But Thomas kept laughing. It seems he doesn't care. On our way back he also mentioned that it was not a real success, but we have to remember the positive things:


• a lot of money is available, we only have to find the source and tap into it;


• we did see that they do not have projects, which means that we are more creative and can take better care of ourselves and the local community. Despite of their nice buildings and offices;


• we experienced a fast internet connection


And that was true. It was amazing hitting the enter key and the movie immediately started to play or the pdf was downloaded before I could say something. Thomas made fun about Mimi's enthusiasm by repeating several times on our way back her surprised “boom” when the internet site immediately opened.


The FCU offices were also very nice. Nicely painted walls with text on it, the beautiful posters and the Apple computer screens. Apple Anne! And huge screens. Together with these funny small keyboards. They also have excellent chairs, not repaired and also enough of them. No need to look for a chair first if you want to sit during classes, as we have to do so often at St. Ignatius.


The director didn't allow us to use the computers and was completely surprised that we brought our own laptops. That was our small victory, kkkkkk. Her assistant also did not know the Ubuntu operating system. She was impressed about that too.


We spend an hour or so on the internet and it was great. Thomas guided us to some MOOC's and also showed us how to download videos. This is not possible with the slow connection at St. Ignatius. We have so much info now in our laptops, it will take us more than a week to process that. I even downloaded a Florence and Rome tourist guide with lots of museum pictures, kkkk.


After a while, Vimbo became interested in the 3D printer standing in the corner of the room but the assistant didn't want to start it. Mimi said later that she thought the assistant didn't know how to operate it but I think they did not want to waste any material on us.


At the innovation department, there were no students. The students we met at the campus were strange I think. Almost all foreigners.


Thomas bought us lunch at the campus and although the food was ok, although the buildings and dorms are very, very nice, I do not want to study there. Too many snobs. I can't pay for it anyway.


Shortly before 2pm we went back. Thomas kept the same pace. Only Tendai was able to follow him suit and after an hour, Vimbo, Mimi and I just sat down. Only then Thomas realised and kept more or less patiently behind us. Although it was a long walk, it was fun. We kept talking, laughing and he is asking so many things, including things I never thought of. He also shocked me when he asked about Mbali in Bulawayo. That I had mentioned in a SuH meeting that I would come back with new information regarding possibilities to sell avo's before August 6 and that I did not do it. How embarrassing that I forgot.


He also greets and talks to the local people. To the security and workers at the university for instance. Or on our way back to the farmers. In that way he is a real African. A pity he doesn't really speak Shona. We have to teach him more.


Anyway, it was a good experience. In a lot of aspects. Let me stop here Anne. I can imagine that your thoughts are somewhere else and that this is not that interesting at the moment. I hope you will travel safely back home.


A hug Munashe


Email Anne to Munashe


Friday 10 August 2018


RE: university visit


Hello Munashe,


I am in the train and we are almost home. Two hours to go to Aachen. The famous last hours that take the longest. We had excellent holidays.


I mentioned the drawings before and I attached some. Please don't laugh.


Ronja is telling me that she often reads that one should not try to draw what you see but what you feel. But I use the drawing actually to see more. To sit myself down and look. Think. As you can see, Ronja's drawing look quite different. She asks you to show her drawings to Mimi.


It was good to be back in Florence. Also good not to visit Pisa (the city with the famous tower). Pisa is only 100km from Florence. We would anyway only have made a standard picture of us “holding the tower”. Now, we read a little more about history and noticed that it is actually strange that Florence became what it is today. Despite having no sea harbour and even situated next to thriving Pisa.1) The answer is actually coincidence. Or luck. The coincidence that Pisa was heavily hit by the plague, that the influence of Rome and the pope became less and that Giovanni de Medici and his family, living in Florence, thought strategically and were tactically good. Being successful in trading, then starting a bank and later place their family members in strategic positions. Two members became pope, others cardinals and 2 de Medici women became queen of France. This is how to do it Munashe. You started trading avo's already. So when do you open a bank :-)


Machiavelli's quotes become alive, although I do not like that policy.2) Ronja started to read Dante, who was also in Florence, but that is too difficult for me.3) I do understand the logic of the 3 poem stories, also the connections between some figures in hell with the corrupt church on earth but that is it. The rest is way too deep. All these different layers. Too cumbersome to know this all. Ronja likes to do it. To spend time on reading it thoroughly. She says she will get inspiration for new drawings or sculptures. I can see that. Whereas I had a look at some videos, Ronja definitely does not want to do that. She does not want to see any pictures.


It will pollute her. Prevent her to come up with something new. Yes, also here: “everything” is already done or thought of.


You mentioned that you downloaded information about Rome and Florence. So nice Munashe. It would have been terrific to stroll with you through the Accademia, to talk about the early science stuff. To sit with you in the Duomo and of course to go dancing. To have some drinks in the late afternoon at the river and enjoy these house bridges.


This train is fast between Frankfurt and Köln. With all these small tunnels it is a little uncomfortable for my ears. I also become a little sick in my stomach. Have to eat something and look outside.


A hug


Anne


1. World History Encyclopedia, www.worldhistory.org and also www.history.com


2. Machiavelli, N.; The Prince (1513)


3. Dante, A.; La Commedia (1320)


Letter Munashe to Anne


Sunday 12 August 2018


Hello Anne,


how are you doing? I hope you feel home again at home.


I am excited as well as tired. Excited because we did install a PV system and hence will always have power. I am tired because I was involved setting it up and did experience in these 2 days a very different Thomas.


Not the relaxed Thomas. Or a Thomas only being a little blunt, or actually clumsy. I experienced a white Thomas if I can say it like that. He was arranging and managing everything in a very strict way. He also asked me to skip church this morning.


It started already yesterday morning by unloading the truck with the materials. Thomas was checking everything twice. He ordered Vimbo and me to be very precise with the freight papers and make our own list. To act as a store owner, he said. We were only allowed to give out the specific tools and materials specified by Thomas on a piece of paper. The person collecting these tools and materials had to present us that paper and only after we made a picture, identifying this person, we were allowed to hand over the stuff. This was very strange and we felt uncomfortable. Thomas mentioned that this is common practice in every factory. It forces you to think upfront what is needed and exactly how much, eliminating waste. It allows a reliable stock management and of course prevents theft. Theft was the main reason he applied this procedure here, as he mentioned himself. There were too many people around he never saw before. To see this different Thomas, was a little shocking.


Vimbo and I were embarrassed. Luckily Thomas offered a luxury and early lunch: a nice chicken with rice and a lot of veggies with even a salad aside. That was very good and the atmosphere became better.


We worked hard. I never expected the trench that 4 people were digging from the clinic to the office to place the power cable, to be ready in one day. But it was. Even when Thomas insisted on the correct depth and ordered the people to dig deeper. As mentioned, very white behaviour.


Everything is ready now and I have to ask Thomas how he connected everything. I mean the electricity distribution in the office and clinic. He did it himself but it looked more complicated then how I normally see it around here. Also he enclosed everything in multiple, rather large cabinets equipped with locks. Vimbo and the others also did not understand that.


There will be time enough to ask tomorrow and Tuesday. We have 2 days off Anne: heroes day, followed by the defence forces day. I don't have to give details I guess: the president, ZANU-PF and the army celebrating themselves with big shows in the cities and at the heroes acre ceremony.


All broadcasted live on TV. We do not see anything from this here and I hope we can have a good time in the village. That not many people will become drunk already in the afternoon.


Kisses


Munashe


Email Thomas to Simon


Monday 13 August 2018


Heroes day


Hello Simon,


the first email send with own-generated electricity :-)


I just installed the small PV system for the Wi-Fi at the primary school.


With an immediate result or effect. ZESA is gone today, but only at the school side. The internet is working and it is a pleasure to see John's happy face. A happy face although I did more or less forbid Munashe and others to go to the Sunday service. I wanted them to help to install the system at the clinic yesterday. John didn't like that at all and we had a discussion yesterday evening. He also did not like the discussion and I could see that he did not want to comment and discuss again this morning on the fact that I enclosed the battery of the small PV system in a box and kept the key with me. I want to eliminate the possibility that people use the small battery to charge their phones or lights or whatever with the result that the battery is empty if we want to use the Wi-Fi.


The installation of the larger system at the clinic went very well. I am both happy and also relieved. I wasn't really sure what to expect regarding the people helping me here on site. But that went very well. Also very relieved, because the truck arrived Friday, although only in the evening at 8pm. In my head, I saw the drivers selling the stuff somewhere in Harare or so.


Actually, it is a bad thing that I am apparently also infected by today's habits: knowing that the drivers must have a phone, I expected them to call regarding the time they will be here. The brain Simon. Making up so many stories instead to relax. Will I ever learn it?


Friday evening, I was sitting in the office and noticed a truck coming.


Luckily, I was in the office and not already in bed. In this way, I could meet and guide the drivers and prevent that they would have off-loaded and immediately have left back to SA. The drivers argued, with good reason of course, that time is money. However, I wanted to off-load with daylight to make sure that the delivery is complete and in a good state. I also wanted to off-load in the presence of my SuH people to guard everything. To prevent theft. It was a discussion but in the end they agreed.


I woke them up at 6am next morning and took them for breakfast to the school canteen. The SuH boys walked with us to the truck and together, we offloaded everything in and in front of the office. The girls already waiting, helping with checking the freight papers and sorting the stuff. The consignment was complete, nothing was damaged and the truck hit the road before 8am.


Soon, more people came in. The small-holder farmers I asked before to do the digging came to help setting up the metal construction. However, more and more people came. Teachers but also people I think I never saw before. I strictly separated the office and the garden from all people except the girls and Garai as a security person. The boys guarded the activities at the clinic to prevent people walking away with the nice alumina frame parts or taking some of these always handy bolts and nuts.


After organising a little, 4 small holder farmers were happily digging the trench for the power cable connecting the office with the clinic. I had to smile about their happy faces using new shovels and pickaxes and later about their disbelief that I mentioned that 60cm is not the agreed 75cm.


That they had to dig deeper.


The frame construction for the modules was set up and correctly placed before 10am using the planks and the clamps. I am glad that I followed this approach since it allows easy corrections before filling the already excavated holes with concrete. This all was done before lunch.


I sent Tendai and Kudzie with Ms. Nyamangodo to fetch lunch in Satonabbee and this, together with distributing yesterday afternoon the remaining materials like the planks, tie rips, cement, some tubing and other things among the small holder farmers on top of the agreed payment, was the best thing I could do. The people were very pleased.


I spent the Saturday afternoon with Kudzie and Douglas arranging the electricity distribution including meters, circuit breakers and power sockets inside the clinic. I was lucky that ZESA was present in the morning since I had to charge the electric drill first. Also good that I thought of that when I saw the drill on the inventory list.


A big surprise to me was the wood. Unbelievable how solid Simon. Our pines are nothing compared to the wood used in the buildings 75 years ago. I broke a screw trying to get it into the wood. Hence, I was very happy to be able to drill a hole first.


I installed the system the way we discussed it: independent from the existing (ZESA) installation and making 50% of the battery capacity available without restrictions, 25% as a back-up only available via the clinic director and the remaining 25% for the SuH office, where I keep 15 of these 25% as an additional 2nd back-up for the clinic, only available via me. Let's see how the electricity will be used. If the Indian scenario, connecting in a very creative way “everything that is available” to the PV system, will be copied.


Yesterday morning, we mounted the panels and the large cabinet that houses the inverter and batteries. For both the panels and cabinet, I used anti-theft bolts and nuts. I added a little show to make sure that the news is spread that it doesn't make sense trying to demount the stuff. Or at least letting the people know that we thought about theft and that it is not easy to steal things.


Have a look at the pictures Simon. It really looks good. I mean, before we surrounded the complete thing with the fence and rolls of barbed wire.


Looks like we are in a war, not?


The cable to the office is laid in a small pipe and I am able to draw another cable in if needed in the future. The trench was also closed before lunch on Saturday and I also finished the office installation in the afternoon. I decided to draw a cable to the family next door. To provide the geography teacher with her mother and small daughter with low voltage DC for 3 LED lights and to charge their phone. I did not connect the retired priest and his family (yet). I have to see first how everything is used and also have to think about the electricity payment first.


So everything is set and now the waiting starts to see what I forgot. What is not working or what ways people will discover to use the systems in a way I did not foresee.


I am happy Simon. Yes.


Of course I have to think of violating the “giving some skin” principle. That I had to pay not only for the PV system but also a salary to the people to assist installing it. However, I am already happy for the young mothers, happy for myself to have eliminated a flat laptop and phone battery scenario. Paying the people made the installation simple since it was clear to everybody that it is my project. That I am the boss. I could do everything my way without having any discussion.


I am also more at ease now having some tools and equipment available. It increases the SuH independency. Also opens an opportunity to use it to make some local money. As does the potential surplus of electricity.


Thanks again Simon for donating the second “200+ piece” tool box as well as the additional pickaxe and shovel. It was very good to have it here and I am very sure that Nelson will be excited. I will be at Nelson's place in about 3 weeks, when the holidays start.


As mentioned, I am relieved. I will have a nap now and in the afternoon I will cycle a little bit. Not to Mutare but to see what “heroes day” activities are happening in Satonabbee.


Take care Simon


Thomas


Email Anne to Munashe


Monday 13 August 2018


back home and “normal” life again


Hello Munashe,


you enjoy your long weekend? I hope you do.


I am back home. Back in the chain gang as they say here. Maybe strange to say that to you.


My thoughts wander off now. I wanted to write completely other things but think now about our phone call discussing the black street vendors in Rome. I am very happy we had that call. That you mentioned that you felt, how to say in English, not really offended but definitely uneasy about my remark that they scared me. That you made me realise your feelings. That you are absolutely correct that I should not have used the word “black” if I mean the aggressive street vendors. That using “black street vendors” suggest being scared of black people in general, which I am not.


Thinking of it now, I have to think about what I actually know about black people. Or foreigners in general. Most of my information is coming from TV and movies. This is not flattering and certainly stereotyping. It is a bad thing that the first images I have of black people are not positive. Black people mainly depicted as criminals, in submissive service roles or halfnaked warrior types that rape and so on. The only exception I can come up with now is Django, a movie by Tarantino where a black person is a hero.1) We should come back to this topic Munashe, stereotyping and role models.


The chain gang causing my thoughts to drift off. Which is good.


Awareness. And it is not only that black people were concerned. I only see Asians in movies as mafia members or Jacky Chan as the fighting clown.


But actually also the stereotyping of white women. And do men always have to act like “heroes” in movies? As mentioned, I would like to come back to discrimination and role models later.


I am tired. I started working from Saturday and will continue for as many days as I can. Not only to avoid my parents as much as possible, I am staying at home, but also to pay my debts. I had to borrow some money from my grandparents in my holidays and want to pay it back asap.


In the evenings, I want to re-read more of the information Thomas sent me. Also to see how this all fits in the ideal society picture we already started to discuss Munashe. I know, I said it already before but I also do not really know how to pick up this complex topic in a more systematic way. We will find a way.


For now, I will go to sleep.


Sweet dreams Munashe


Anne


1. Tarantino, Quentin; Django Unchained (2012)


Letter Munashe to Anne


Tuesday 14 August 2018


Hello Anne,


thanks for mentioning that you are happy about our “street vendor call”. I felt uncomfortable about your remark but I am happy that you concluded that white street vendors would also have stressed and scared you. I am very eager to discuss the society and aid topics with you.


I started to read the time machine this weekend. Thomas wants to wait printing “these kind of books” he said. Hence, I could only read it on my laptop but the battery doesn't hold long.


I am already happy with the PV installation. We went to the SuH office to charge our laptops. Ignasio and Tendai had the same idea and 2 Form 4 boys were also sitting in the garden. It was nice to sit and read there.


When Vimbo and I became cold, Thomas fetched us some blankets. He started to laugh when I wrapped it around me. I was confused when he took 2 chairs outside and mention to me to take another 2. He sat me down, facing the sun, put the laptop on a chair in front of me, placed a chair on each side and covered the 3 chairs with the blanket. In this way, the laptop was placed in the shade and I could see the screen clearly while sitting in the nice warm sun.


When the battery was empty, I moved in again and when it was charged, I went out to warm up. The others copied the strategy. So funny. And so nice. I actually dozed off a little sitting in the sun, as you can see from the picture made by Tendai...


Thomas joined us for lunch, which is still, as every Sunday for supper, a noisy thing with the O-level girls trying to join his table. Ms. Garanga and Ms. Nyathi still have no chance to bring order. But Thomas likes it too.


They are having fun.


After lunch, Thomas asked Vimbo, Ruwa and me for a walk and seeing my face, I think he remembered the FCU and laughed. Only to the school gardens and back up to the office, he said.


I didn't know that he regularly visits the family who are breeding the pigs.


The small girl, Fadziso, came up running when she saw us and jumped in his arms. She showed us around, pointed at the, I guess one week old, road runners and took us to the pig stables. Thomas encourages Yamurai and his wife Miriro to let the small pigs play outside. To allow them to become dirty. Not to hold them in the stables with the concrete floor. It is indeed so nice to see these small ones running around. Nice to see Fadziso laughing and screaming loudly when Thomas is running after the small pigs trying to catch them. The after-lunch gym, Thomas mentioned to us with a big smile.


When we walked back, he asked about my plans for the holidays. When I said Mtazaridale, he asked me if I would mind if he would be in Mtazaridale too. Of course, I do not mind! Why is he asking? So funny. I guess Nelson arranged it already anyway.


I mentioned to Thomas that I would like to discuss the books as well as other topics I discuss with you. I am afraid, I have to walk a lot Anne.


The afternoon is already almost gone. Ruwa mentions to go back to the dorm to see if Bingwa and Nakiso did convince Anoana, Zuva, Zenda and the others to go to the village or if they stayed in the dorm.


A hug Munashe


Email Anne to Thomas


Saturday 18 August 2018


hello


Hello Thomas,


it is me :-) I am back from holidays.


I did read the books and watched the videos you mentioned in your July 2nd mail. What to say? Abbot and his flat world is rather funny and a nice way looking to dimensions. Wells is a little boring I think. But I do understand your Eloi and Morlock symbolism. Zamyatin, Huxley (and Orwell) describe interesting stuff. Do you think we are going into that direction with our society? A totalitarian state?


Baldwin is difficult. Also his accent. I could not watch these videos to the end. I also had to stop watching Lumumba. I have to give these a retry.


However, Sirolli is really funny. Jef Staes too. Staes made me think. Also reminded me of some of the things you mentioned in class.


My question is what am I going to do with it now? What can I do?


Anne


PS do you have other recommendations for books I could read for my school literature list?


Email Thomas to Anne


Sunday 19 August 2018


where is the passion? Play with the topic


Hello Anne,


I have to smile. Look at your email again. I hesitate to write my thoughts but since you just had a holiday, let me bring you back to “the world” :-)


It is for me almost feeling like giving classes at MLK where I, as a teacher, was confronted with students hanging backwards in their chair, looking bored and not really motivated to do anything. I even had to tell some of you to put your bag on the floor and to take at least a book, some paper and a pen on the table. You remember some of your classmates? Your mail does go into that direction Anne. It is not that bad of course, but...


Ok, here we go :-)


You mentioned you watched Staes.1) What is he saying? Isn't he saying “hey Anne, if you want to achieve something, to change something, you have to become active”, not? That you have to search for information, discuss, get enthusiastic, show or develop a passion, not?


Or in my words: “start playing with the subject.” Imagine you are this atom and have to decide whether you give away an electron, take one or share it to bond with another atom. How do you feel as an atom in that molecule? How do you feel reading the stuff. What do you feel when watching the videos. Take a piece of paper, ask yourself questions, make exercises and rephrase what you read in your own words or in drawings. I guess you remember what I said in class.


“Only” reading the books is “just” consuming. Try to reflect. To make connections.


For here, think about Huxley.2) Do you want to live a life like the people he is describing? Do you want to have unlimited access to soma? Do you want to be a sheep a la Staes? To become an Eloi?3) Having at first glance a nice life (no obligations, no studying) but not being able to take care of yourself? Where did it go wrong with the Eloi? Do you see similarities with our society?


How do you think the people organise themselves on Huxley's islands?


That is the biggest question for me after reading his book. That people who became aware, left the Huxley society. But how did they organise themselves? What kind of societies developed on these islands? I actually do not know if he tried to describe that later.


How do you want to interact with other people? Where should we go as humans? Are you more a homo faber, even a homo deus or a homo ludens?


Or what about Huxley's and today's paparazzi's, with Lady Diana may be as a tragic similarity?


Do you see that Zamyatin4) in the 1920's uses a transparent glass world whereas Orwell about 25 years later uses cameras?5) Or what do you think of Zamyatin's remark that freedom and happiness can not coincide? Do you also think that?


All 3, Zamyatin, Huxley as well as Orwell, describe an authoritarian system that does not cover 100% of the world. Why is that? They also describe that the people in power seem to be much better informed and actually do not walk their talk; they live a different life than they expect from their citizens. Do you see a similarity with our Western society that dominates the world and where so-called neo-liberals actually do not live like neoliberals?


In summary, what is your definition of society?


Please keep in mind that there are no correct answers. It is the process that counts. Playing with the information. Try again Anne. And most important, take your time. It took me years, so do not stress. Let your unconscious brain work.


Also important is to keep a broader view. You went to Florence. You had all that history around you. Did you try to really involve? To imagine that you are living in that time and see the artists at work? Did you feel the energy of the renaissance, the change towards a brighter future leaving the dark middle ages behind? Explore Anne and do enjoy your day.


Thomas


1. Staes, Jef; je bent een schaap – you are a sheep (2012) www.youtube.com/watch?v=ts7v7fYUNDM (with English subtitles)


2. Huxley, A., Brave new World (1931)


3. Wells, H.G. Time Machine (1895)


4. Zamyatin, E., We (1921), 1924 translation of Gregory Zilboorg


5. Orwell, G, 1984 (1949)


Email Anne to Thomas


Monday 20 August 2018


you are irritating


Hello Thomas, Ronja mentioned that you are irritating.


I had to laugh because this is actually how I felt during the first chemistry lessons at MLK. It was irritating that you said that we did not have to come to your classes, and more important, in contrast to all other teachers, that you did not follow up when some people indeed decided not to come. That you mentioned that if we don't need you, we should enjoy the sun outside.


You were giving us a real choice. That was irritating since you actually made us responsible.


Thinking about it, the second irritating thing was your laughing about the fact that we believed in models. That you mentioned that DNA and other molecules did not look in reality as the models on display in the class room. That models in general do not represent the truth but that models are useful to work with. Your remarks of dealing with uncertainty. All very irritating.


So ja, Ronja is correct. You are irritating. And yes, you are correct. I have a better look at the stuff again.


I had to write this. I am not a sheep.


Anne


Email Thomas to Anne


Tuesday 21 August 2018


antique based “herofication”; old dilemma's


Hello Anne,


yep, I agree that you are not a sheep. And I am very happy that you and Ronja are irritated. That means we have contact.


I had to think last night about our Western society. I mentioned earlier that a wave of discussions started, more or less with the industrial revolution in the 19th century. However, the origin (t0) of Western society is of course the antique.


I think we agree that the Greek practice of democracy is not acceptable to us any more. That one cannot talk about a democratic society when only the free and more wealthy men are present at the agora, that violence1) is tolerated and that defeated enemies are ruthlessly exploited. Or to accept and celebrate the Greek and Roman literature describing the mostly merciless, egoistic gods, prone to revenge.


Having a look to today's right-wing political parties, I think it is clear how to judge their fundaments, ideas and arguments. That these ideas are absolutely not acceptable to us any more.


A heavily rooted and significant aspect of our Greek and Roman roots is the worship of heroes. The Adonis. I realised this in full, visiting the first world war battlefields and cemeteries around Ypres. Despite the terrible things that happened there, we see the soldiers as heroes. Have a look at the grave yards of the allied forces. It is almost inviting to be buried there.


An honour to be here. To have died for your nation and to be buried in the best place if you killed as many other people as possible. And it doesn't stop. The “herofication” of the soldiers in Korea, Vietnam, Afghanistan, Iraq, Bosnia, etc. etc. etc. etc. Terrible. “Do people think?” is what I am wondering very often. Call people a hero and they do everything for you, including dangerous jobs for almost no salary like digging coal in the Ruhrpott to rebuild the country.


A contrast are the German cemeteries. These are really impressive. Ok, I visited late afternoon on a rainy day in November. Hence the perfect darker and depressing atmosphere. But on the German cemeteries no “herofication”. Not at all. The cemetery breathed regret. Also respect. The grey, about 1m2 grave stones laying flat on the earth and depicting about 10 names, situated en masse under hundreds of large oak trees. This signalled for me the message “never again”.2) Käthe Kollwitz sculpture of the grieving parents, a rain drop hanging on the nose of the mother. This is emotion. This is for me, like I said, giving the message that we should avoid fighting by all means. Avoid the Roman and Greek based “herofication” of strong, solistic, so-called brave, adonic men.


Don't get me wrong. I have the utmost respect for these soldiers. Not only in Ypres being in this terrible mud, in the trenches with all these bombings, but also in the Dolomites, replacing the mud and rain for rock and ice.


Climbing the old “via ferratas” at for instance Monte Piano, I can not imagine how they carried these big guns and ammunition up as well as surviving there in winter having the equipment of 100 years ago.3) These soldiers did show us what men can do, how much they can suffer. But my strong opinion is that we should stop the herofication of war.


I wander a side street Anne, but I do not delete it. Probably good to mention this. Maybe also to explain why I think that the world is only turning due to the actions of women. A society with more so-called female characteristics is what I am striving to.


Coming back to the main street or to the agora. The definition of an ideal society or how you as a person would like to live in a society.


A dilemma discussed for thousand years is the human desire to be seen as something special, to stand out, but at the same time they want to belong to a group. This is not possible of course. It is like having the cake and eating it too. Or another dilemma of experiencing freedom without being accountable, having responsibilities. But is Zamyatin's assumption valid that one is automatically unhappy if you are free? If you are accountable? What do you think Anne?


It is maybe easier to discuss the topic society in more personal terms like this. Or for instance answering the question according to what norms and values do you want to live. This touches religion of course but also closes the circle and brings us back to aid.


Take care


Thomas


1. I believe the Greeks did not even have a word for rape. And when did we start to use or define the word sexual harassment? I don't know but I am afraid only lately.


2. WWI German graveyard: www.flandersfields.be/en/do/german-military-cemetery-vladslo


3. WWI battlefield in the Dolomites: thesevereclimber.com/2013/04/14/wire-and-war/




Chapter 14


Letter Munashe to Anne


Sunday 26 August 2018


Hello Anne,


I am in Mtazaridale. I realise that I am already spoiled by the now constant available electricity and internet access at St. Ignatius. After such a short time (what is it? two weeks?), already addicted. I am afraid, the coming weeks will be a detox here.


I wanted to call you but that is not possible. My phone battery is flat. I forgot to plug in last night when ZESA comes around for a couple of hours.


Fortunately, I realised before walking to the shops to collect a signal.


A strange feeling that my holidays start now and to know that yours end.


That you have to go to school again tomorrow.


I am happy to be here. Angela is happy too. It was such a warm welcome.


Also by Nelson and even Emanuel. He is quite jealous when I showed him pictures of mum and dad, telling him that I talked to them regularly now.


He misses them too. More than 3 months to go before we are able to go to Durban again. We went to church together this morning and it was nice talking and listening to him on our way to and from the church.


I am sitting in Tsitsi and Erick's garden. Tsitsi just left after bringing tea and asking about school, about Vimbo and Ruwa, about you. I think she will not mind if I visit her every day.


You know Anne, I had to think about our calls and what you call the emotional desert at your home. It is very hard for me, actually not possible, to imagine how that is. I am happy you have Ronja and this place at your grandparents.


It is also difficult for me to imagine how I will live after leaving school. In Harare or abroad. At the moment, I don't know anybody in Harare but, as always, an aunt or an uncle will be found, kkkkkkk. But this is different of course. I do not know these people. And abroad, it will be like mum and dad or Aunties Diana and Abigail – no family at all. CT is an option with Tariro. I don't know Anne. It makes me nervous. Almost everybody wants to leave Zim to go to the UK or “the West” but do they know what they are doing? What they will face there? I hope the picture will become more clear soon.


I have to prepare dinner now and walk back up to Angela.


Have a good start tomorrow Anne


Hugs


Munashe


Email Thomas to Simon


Sunday 26 August 2018


Mnangagwa


Hello Simon,


yes, Mnangagwa announced as president. What a surprise :-)


And yes, no issues here. Nothing to worry. Except maybe that we can forget about an inclusion government and a significant political change.


What a missed chance. I do not want to talk about it.


I waited to go to Mtazaridale. I will go tomorrow. It is also good to finish some things here. I had a nice talk with Mr. Tonderai, the math teacher.


This outside measuring approach of distances, the goniometry, fell in fertile soil. I am happy about that and will explore more in Mtazaridale. I went to visit Garai to see his black soldier fly (bsf) activities. This is not bad and I, that is Munashe, will try similar things at Nelson's place. It is a pity that the SuH boys are not that enthusiast about the flies and that Garai is not really talking to the young women. He could really learn a few things.


Patience Thomas :-)


Based on my visit to the ministry of energy in Harare, I was able to maintain this contact and could arrange to meet someone in the ministers staff. This is positive. I will go to Harare to visit this person in the coming weeks. I guess I need a break after 2 weeks Mtazaridale anyway.


Thanks for asking about the PV systems. They are working well. No complains so far. The primary school people did not realise yet that they could do more with the battery if it would be accessible. That is, I did not get any comment in that direction. For the clinic, I have to adapt my opinion regarding the director. I never seriously talked with him in the past.


He seems to be close with Peter and together with his relative harsh and short answers, I had the impression that he was not that nice and maybe also not a good director/manager. However, I was wrong. He manages the PV system very well. No misuse at all. Nothing.


The last 2 weeks or so, the days were creeping towards the end of the term. I am happy that I can change location. The kids and the SuH started to consume real energy and also a change in discussion partner from John to Nelson and Angela is a good thing.


We have a full moon and Venus, Mars, Jupiter and Saturn are out. It is beautiful. I say “we” have a full moon but have a look outside Simon, you too of course. I do not know about the planets but Mars is close to the moon so you should see that one too. It is still funny imagining you standing upside down, ha, ha.


I will go out and walk a little into the beautiful moonlight. To the kopje, enjoy the night sky and then sleep a little longer tomorrow. Maybe I leave the day after tomorrow... A real luxury to be able to decide things on such a short notice.


Have a nice evening Simon


Thomas


Email Thomas to Anne


Sunday 26 August 2018


African novels


Hello Anne,


I forgot about the novels. I found my note today while organising before I leave to Mtazaridale for my holidays.


African novels. Unfortunately, I did not really find books describing the Africa how I experience it. I was also searching for it when I was in Durban. Colonial issues are of course a major topic in African literature. In SA and Zimbabwe, it is mainly Apartheid, the land issue and other politics like Mugabe and white farmers. Not the things I encounter in daily life. No books describing the life of Munashe, Nelson or the operators from Umlazi.


I have a very mixed feeling regarding the books I read. Basically, it is all about us. Us, the West. On one hand, the books I read “playing” in Africa are actual often stories dealing with the Whites, not the Africans. On the other hand, books written by black Africans deal often with racism abroad, in the US or UK, or are fairytale-like, describing (richer) black people “who made it” in the capitalistic (Western) world.


I am not saying that these books describing colonialism are unimportant.


The chronological trilogy written by Achebe around 1960, is worthwhile to read. Especially the 3rd part “No longer at ease”.1) But the colonial times are mostly >50 years ago. I am also not saying that the novels written by for instance Chimamanda Adichie or Tsitsi Dangarembga are not interesting.2,3) Or that topics like HIV and gender are not important, although I say HIV is history due to the availability of the antiretroviral medication4) and that gender is a topic to tackle in the future. Not now.


What I want to say is that I think that we should focus and discuss postcolonialism. Actually, it is neo-colonialism. This, the unfair and hierarchic treatment of emerging markets by the West, is what Munashe is dealing with.


An attempt to see an African view, an attempt to describe the issues Munashe is facing, is made by the Zimbabwean author Petina Gappah.


Maybe you have a look at the stories written in “An elegy for Easterly” (which is a suburb of Harare) or “Rotten row”.5,6) Actually, I will select some stories for you and send them.


However, with a glance at your literature list, I could recommend “Disgrace” written by Coetzee, a South African Nobel Price winner.7) The book describes 2 persons: an older white man, teacher and struggling with his life (also having an affair with one of his students), but for me more important the story of his white daughter who is more or less feeling guilty about the Apartheid and is dealing with this by taking the blame/responsibility and atone. I think an interesting topic with regard to religion as well as trying to answer the question how white people born after Apartheid/colonialism do or should behave in black Africa.


A book describing closest what I experience here in Zimbabwe or SA is written in 1945 by Carlo Levi in Italy (not in Florence or Rome but dealing with the south, the greater Napoli area). The title of the book is “Christ stopped at Eboli”.8) I was struck how much the situation in the 1930's in rural southern Italy resembled the situation I face here. The detachment of people and regulations from central government (the capital city doesn't exist for the rural people as does the rural area not exist for the people in the capital; the rural people do see NY as their capital and not Rome), the nepotism and incompetence faced in local government and the struggle of the local people (who are, also here, not foolish and helpless at all).


I guess, this book could make it to your literature list too. If not, I would say do not read it since it is not an easy book.


John Steinbeck's “the grapes of wrath” will make it to your list and is definitely worth reading.9) It almost perfectly mirrors the refugee situation we face today. The book describes the forced migration of small holder farmers in the US in the 1930's. The small holder farmers moved from Oklahoma, via Route 66, to California. This migration is excellently written but so sad to read since nothing actually changed. We still treat migrants more badly than horses, as Steinbeck writes. The reason being that the amount of migrants, in contrast to horses, is “infinite”. Munashe will read this book too Anne.


Another book, actually a graphic novel, is Marjane Satrapi's Persepolis 2.10) The book deals with an adolescent woman from Iran coming to Austria. The novel shows not only the difficulties moving to another country but also the issues faced coming back to Iran. A kind of alienation.


Various other topics are described that a conscious teenager faces like a first love, finding herself, drugs, etc. The book mirrors the West nicely by mentioning among others the education level (mathematics) and the nonproportional worries (Iran-Iraq war). All in all a book with a lot of information.


I attached Steinbeck and Levi. I am sure, you find Coetzee and Satrapi in the library.


Regarding Africa, maybe you have a look at Trevor Noah's show “that's racist”.11) Trevor Noah went a year or so to the US and compares the US with SA. This show does give a good insight in daily SA life, although one misses numerous jokes if you are not familiar with SA (the Indian population in Durban, the Frikkie's, etc.). However, I think it is still fun, easier to “consume” and keeps your unconscious brain working.


Take care Anne


Thomas


1. Achebe, Chinua trilogy: Things fall apart (1959), The arrow of God (1967) and No longer at ease (1961)


2. Adichie, Chimamanda; Americanah (2013)


3. Dangarembga, Tsitsi; Nervous Conditions (1988)


4. HIV treatment: https://hivinfo.nih.gov/understanding-hiv/fact-sheets/fda-approved-hiv-medicines


5. Gappah, Petina; an elegy for Easterly (2009)


6. Gappah, Petina; rotten row (2016)


7. Coetzee, J.M., Disgrace (1999)


8. Levi, Carlo, Christ stopped at Eboli (1945); Levi also describes in the end that the people from his home town Torino are not able to understand him when he describes the south. As I am saying that the local people do not understand my stories from Europe and the Europeans can not imagine how it is to live in rural Zimbabwe.


9. Steinbeck, John; the grapes of wrath (1939)


10.Satrapi, Marjane; Persepolis II (2004)


11.Noah, Trevor, that's racist (2012)


Message Anne to Munashe


Tuesday 28 August 2018


hello Munashe


here the new me :-)


Email Thomas to Simon


Wednesday 29 August 2018


Mtazaridale


Hello Simon,


I am in Mtazaridale. Already since Monday. The St. Ignatius stray dogs woke me up early. Arriving here, I had a big surprise. Nelson is building a new kitchen. It is almost ready, some outside plastering at the chimney is still to do. The building is perfect. I am so happy he did that.


I guess I mentioned to you the discussion I had the last time I was here regarding eating together. Placing the table in the kitchen to avoid that Nelson and I eat alone in the living room and the rest of the family in the kitchen. Or actually, having a take-away.


Angela and Nelson took my advice and built a new kitchen. A stand-alone building of about 5*3m. The walls are made from rocks and self-made bricks. The latter formed from mud and “baked” by stacking them loosely on a hollow pile and a two days fire underneath.


The kitchen is bright due to the white plaster and having glass windows in three walls. A fireplace with chimney is made in the remaining wall. No smoke is present in the kitchen when burning wood in the metal stove placed in the fire place. This is really a relief. Also according to Angela, who is proudly showing me “around”.


She makes me sit down on the red, Cobra Polish covered, concrete elevations at the side walls acting as benches, gives me a cup of tea, hugs me and mentions that, since it is now really possible to have dinner together, the social coherence within the family improved significantly. The grandchildren now have to face a discussion about their behaviour, school attendance or whatsoever, since they cannot escape any more by only collecting supper and eat somewhere else. Also Nelson is having supper in the kitchen and is not commanding the boys from the living room any more to bring a chilli pepper, to turn the TV louder, etc. I felt very uncomfortable last time about this authoritarian behaviour. This seems to be over and Angela tells me about some lively evenings. The jokes made, and what delights her more, the story telling. The stories are nice and people stay in the kitchen. Also because of the fire. If the flames are gone, Angela takes half of the glowing charcoal out and spreads it on the floor at your feet. This feet and leg heating is indeed very comfortable.


I was so happy to see this kitchen Simon.


When Angela released me after the kitchen tour and the stories, I could have a look outside and talk to Nelson and Takudzwa, his oldest son and helping with the construction.


I gave Takudzwa the tool box, which Munashe took already with her last week, and walked to my bicycle to remove the shovel and pickaxe. Only now Angela noticed that I arrived by bike. She started to scold at me for ignoring her opinion that I will be robbed when cycling alone on the small and steep local roads. I ran after her with the pickaxe. John and Paul, Takudzwa's sons, but also Emanuel liked that very much, ha, ha.


I attached a voice recording Simon (I am not able to push a video through the mobile network). Nelson and Takudzwa thanking you for the tools. I was a little surprised about the reception. They are really impressed and so happy. I think Takudzwa will chain the tool box to his arm or so. He kept looking into it and showed again and again another tool. You will also hear Nelson joking that I can now work again on the field since this shovel and pickaxe will not give me blisters. Your idea to order a double set and to bring these tools was very good.


For the rest, it is relaxed. I walk with Nelson to the fields, change the irrigation system again twice a day, enjoy the sunset, the clear skies, the darkness, the fun in the kitchen.


I made some plans with Nelson, Munashe and Emanuel and are looking forward to spend time here. To visit some teachers around here. To make some fly farms, etc.


Take care Simon


Thomas


Letter Munashe to Anne


Thursday 30 August 2018


Hello Anne,


I adapted to the “no ZESA scenario” and can send again a letter. Actually, it is a luxury having Thomas here. He also has a small two-cell solar panel that he uses to charge his phone and tablet. He lets me use the panel too.


Unfortunately, it is too weak to charge a laptop but also here, Thomas is helping and let me use his tablet to read articles and books.


The FCU internet experience is playing in my head. That was fantastic.


But also so frustrating if I imagine what significant progress I could make in my learning. In my development. I can not make use of the internet here in Mtazaridale and it takes a week of downloading at St. Ignatius to make the same progress as at the FCU in only 1 hour. This really hurts and is so unfair.


Alas, it is as it is. Tsitsi is looking at me, asks why I sigh. Why I make such a troubled face. I explain it to her and she is correct. We have to work with what we have and see the positive things. And it is positive, she says shifting over and holding me.


I know, I know. But still, it hurts. And actually, I also want to complain a little. It is not fair. I look at her and we both laugh.


She went into the house and comes back with tea, only to return to the house again to fetch another cup of tea since Thomas joined us. He is appreciating the shaded and sunny seating areas too.


“Iwe, get me a stick”, he says. The 3 of us have to laugh since Angela was “shouting” this when she noticed Thomas came by bicycle last Monday.


She heavily disapproves of that.


Thomas started to talk about me and other St. Ignatius students to assist in teaching at the Mtazaridale and other schools to increase education levels. Tsitsi liked the idea from the start. She complained about the teachers here. That her sons could learn much more if the teachers would be better. I was very sceptical. Especially when Thomas asked Tsitsi how much she was willing to pay the St. Ignatius students for giving additional lessons during holidays or in weekends. Tsitsi was surprised by that question. “Why paying?”, she asked, but did understand Thomas' point when he said that someone had to pay the students for transport, food as well as making a small profit. Otherwise, why should they come and not just lay on their bed? Money is a difficult topic and Tsitsi could not define an amount that she thought would be fair.


After she left, Thomas mentioned to me that it would probably be good to prepare the goniometry approach and to measure the church dimensions on Sunday after the service. Even to create a basic map of Mtazaridale with the church as centre. To initiate interest when people are around and to get a discussion going.


I protested and said that although we improved our approach after our first measurements at St. Ignatius, we did not have the opportunity to collect the necessary materials.


Thomas gave a theatrical sigh, mentioned that this was already more than a month ago, asked what we were doing all day, laughed when my face darkened and retrieved from his bag a protractor, a couple of drinking straws, a car mirror, a long rope, some of his markers and tape.


Again, he surprised me. It seems that he is really on top of all these topics.


“The excel file Munashe”, is his answer. “Who is doing what when.”


And where did he collect the stuff?


He bought the protractor and the rope in Mutare, took the straws at Eat 'n' Lick and said he found the mirror “somewhere”. He is becoming too African, I am afraid.


He asked me to use the measuring tape in Takudzwa's toolbox to cut the thin rope at a length of 15m, to make a black mark every 10cm and a red mark for every meter. Also using the tools to prepare the protractor. To use a small piece of the rope with a screw or other piece of metal “that I find somewhere” to use as a weight. To be able to determine a vertical angle.


To use the tape to place the straw on top of the protractor.


To avoid that you are lost Anne, we improved our method. To determine the height of an object was a little cumbersome the way we did it at St.


Ignatius. Vimbo and I had a look at the internet and found a more accurate method to locate a position. Simply guiding the eye by looking through a drinking straw.


To avoid laying on the ground to determine an angle to measure heights, or lift everything up as we did, we use a mirror. Our procedure is now to hold a mirror on the ground and look backwards via this mirror, through a drinking straw, which is mounted on a protractor, to the point we want to measure. The small rope, also attached to the protractor and vertically pointing down due to the small weight, is used to determine the angle.


Being with 2 persons, this works very well.


I am writing this, since you have to make the same construction Anne. I will send you a picture. You need it to measure the angle to the moon. I come back to this, kkkkkk.


Thomas left to watch the sun set. I will walk with Brownie to the shops to send you this message. I will work on the rope and protractor tomorrow.


Have a good evening Anne.


Hugs


Munashe


Message Munashe to Anne


Thursday 30 August 2018


Anne! Wow! You did it!!! This looks very good!


I only see your picture coming in now. I have to sit down first, kkkkkkk.


This looks different! I have to say beautiful!


We talked about it many times but I could not really imagine what you would do with your hair exactly.


I like the short hair at the sides very much. Also that not all your hair is blue but “only” a broad string.


Your ears with these ear rings are coming out so nicely. And the eyes with the black eyeliner. Beautiful. I only think the lipstick is too much. It draws too much attention.


Ah, you did it. So I have to follow and start with dreadlocks. I will do it too Anne.


Kisses


Email Anne to Munashe


Friday 31 August 2018


RE: holidays in Mtazaridale


Hello Munashe,


I tried to call you yesterday but even calling you directly via a mobile line was not possible. I noticed that you didn't see the picture before. That my message did not reach your phone. Thanks for your compliments. Yes, cool, isn't it? I went to the hairdresser last Tuesday. Actually, I wanted to do that before the school started but couldn't make it last weekend due to work etc. Yes, I am happy the way it came out. And all reactions are positive. My friends, my grandparents, here at school and also at work.


Even the reaction of my parents: they do not like it at all and are in shock.


Hence, also positive :-)


You are correct about the lipstick. The hairdresser thought so but Ronja had reservations and I do not like lipstick in general. I like the eyes though.


And it is no work at all. Also no use of a hair dryer any more in the morning. I am happy.


The funny thing was Wednesday morning when I entered the bath room and saw myself in the mirror. I thought “who is this?” :-)


Aaaahh, it is Friday evening. First week at school accomplished. We all have to get used to the routine again – the chain gang :-) There is also some nervousness as we know that this will be our last year. We know the dates of our examinations and all starts in about 6 weeks. I guess, we talked before about the procedure. The final grade on the certificate is made up 50/50 from the final, centralised exam in Holland, and the school results. The school results are mainly determined by an average of 3 examination rounds. Last years grades are also included but have a minor weight. The 1st school examination is in October, the 2nd in December, the 3rd in March and the final exam in May. Easy :-)


But I am nervous too Munashe.


Also if I read your mail. I know about the goniometry of course but it makes me nervous that I do not know the details. I do understand that the dimensions of the earth can be calculated by measuring the angle of the sun, determined via the shade, at 2 positions on the earth. But why do you ask to measure the angle to the moon? The distance to the moon is measured differently, isn't it? Anyway, it is Friday evening. And I am not going to prepare that protractor thing you describe Munashe. I am going to use my charms with one of these “handsome” constructors I see regularly on the street and ask them to use their inclinometer to determine the angles we need. Just let me know what angles and at what time :-)


Hugs, Anne


Letter Munashe to Anne


Sunday 2 September 2018


Hello Anne,


this afternoon, I was so frustrated. I did spend so much time preparing for the church measurements. And all for nothing. The teachers who attended the Sunday service did not pay attention. Not to me and they also faked their attention when Thomas was involved.


I am also frustrated that Thomas is always so damn optimistic. “JHB is not build in 1 day“ he says. Yeah. Well. I don't care.


But actually, it is of course that I wanted that people gave me attention.


Gave me some compliments. And why does Thomas see that? Why does he put his finger almost immediately and exactly there. Grrrrr.


My angry feeling is already ebbed away now that I am writing this. Already hours ago. But still nice to write it down. Nice, although I am already laughing about the silliness myself.


It is difficult to focus on the positive things and to eliminate the negative ones. Yes, it was fun to measure the church. To measure the landscape together with Emanuel and Thomas. And yes, people were curious and some even asked questions. But not the teachers. They were faking interest and made me mad.


After we measured some mountains, gum trees and other characteristic points, after we made a sketch on a piece of paper and when most of the adults left, Thomas asked me inside the church to have a “private conversation” as he named it.


He mentioned that the idea of Vimbo, me and other students teaching at local schools is probably not working. For 2 main reasons, he mentioned.


First, based on our conversation with Tsitsi, the local people are not, or can not pay for it. Not in money but also not, if they have no cash, in goods. Hence, it is not worthwhile to pursue this idea. To invest time and money into the idea as it is. Better doing something else. Second, and maybe more important, he said, he had the feeling that the teachers do not accept other people to teach. They are the teachers. It is a status thing. Emotions. The teachers do not accept that it is demonstrated that someone else knows more. And especially not a young woman demonstrating that she knows more. Very sad, but we have to realise and face this, Thomas said. At least for the moment.


A potential solution is to teach the teachers first. However, they will never pay for this from their own pockets and nothing can be expected from government. We also have to face that.


“But we had fun,” Thomas said, “Emanuel learned something, some small holder farmers were interested to measure their land and last but not least, Angela and Nelson (and I too) are proud of you”.


That was nice. The last thing. That Thomas mentioned that.


He looked at me, laughed and punched my shoulder. “And what do we learn Munashe?”, he asked. I became a little angry again and said that I didn't know. It was so obvious, he said. We have to go to a private school.


They have money. So let's figure out in the coming weeks if they have a need. Let me know what private schools are around.


Eish, Anne. This guy is going on and on. How do I know what private schools are around? Luckily he started to tell a story.


A story, Thomas said, because you were touched when I mentioned that we are proud of you and because you made such an irritated and nasty face while doing these measurements with Emanuel.


He started to tell from his first guiding experiences. That he guided a group of about 10 people in the mountains for a 1 week walk and camp tour. He was quite young, 22 or so. In the evenings, he told them about the mountains, the geology, the animals, local customs and so on. After 2 evenings, he stopped and when 1 person asked why he didn't continue, he said that he became frustrated about the people not listening anyway and just laying around doing their own thing. “But I was listening”, that person said and 2-3 others confirmed that they were listening too. The learning was, Thomas said, that it is worthwhile to tell your story if only a single person is listening. Ignore the other people, the energy sucking individuals. The always complaining, never happy people that feel like being victims. As long as they do not interfere by talking or doing other distracting things, ignore them completely. Focus on the persons, or only that person, who is interested. And laugh. Don't show a nasty or irritated face. Don't let the others drag you into their misery.


He learned a lot from this experience when he started to give presentations. Not to focus on the grumpy faces in the first rows but to look over or through the audience and imagine an old friendly man sitting in the back who is curious to know what I have to say. Find an image of such a person, he told me. For him, it was his grandfather whom he was talking to in his mind. It also helps to be much less nervous.


Nelson and Emanuel joined when Thomas was talking. Nelson did understand what was bothering me and he confirmed. He said that I should forget the grumpy people. When Nelson mentioned that I bring joy into his and other peoples life, I started to blush. And Thomas made a joke, of course, by saying that I look so cute when I turn red. Can you believe that?


This is actually also so nice with Thomas. He just ignores that we are black and he white. It is never a topic. He approaches people as persons, never as blacks/whites or male/female. He jokes about the blushing.


Saying that I become red although one can not see that. He is joking about our hair. About the hair on his arms and legs, which we all find very strange (and ugly). His superior, thick, blond hair as he says and we all laugh because you guys have such thin hair. His cynicism and caricaturisation of the so-called superior white race. Telling so many stories demonstrating how stupid this racism is. Nelson mentioned once that he liked this most. The honesty. Openly talking about the racism, the unjustness and at the same time also making clear that he does not take any blame for that. This seems to be different with other whites. I have to ask Nelson more about this.


When we walked back home, he looked at the mountain and mentioned to Nelson how beautiful these rocks are.


But how was your Sunday Anne? How was work? I think, I start to miss our calls.


Is it not expensive calling directly? But here it is difficult with phone calls anyway. At Angela and Nelson's place there is only a very weak signal.


Sometimes not even 1 bar. Hence, you could not reach me last Thursday when I left the shops.


I keep looking at your picture Anne. Beautiful.


Say hello to Ronja


Munashe


Email Anne to Munashe


Sunday 2 September 2018


lessons from Trevor Noah


Hello Munashe,


I had two busy days at the lunch room. Yesterday, I threw myself on the bed and did not want to go out with Ronja. Luckily, she did not really try to convince me and instead, we had a look at Trevor Noah together. The show Thomas advised. The title is “That's racist”. Do you know the show Munashe?


We did not understand everything and we will have to watch it again.


Especially watching it twice if I want to ask Thomas about it...


The 2 outstanding parts, as I can judge so far, are first, the part where he has a conversation on the beach with this naïve Californian surfer.


Unfortunately a caricature of a dumb blonde, but the message of the narrow minded US or Californian thinking comes across very well.


The second part is where he talks about complaining. That we can learn from each other: the blacks from the whites, how to complain – the whites from the blacks, when to complain. The sentence “the whites complain all the time” did resonate with me and keeps following me.


How can I complain knowing how you are living? Yes, we talked about it.


We said that there is no reason not to complain. That complaining is also allowed if you are aware of another person living with less privileges. That we should not mix the different worlds, optimise both worlds separately as well as improve the connection between the different worlds. But I want to go one step further than complaining. I want to do something.


In these popular blogs describing people like Steve Jobs, it is frequently mentioned that irritation is the best motivation for innovations. For improvements. I read once the nice sentence that if you stop at the stage of only complaining, you are sucking the energy out of the irritation and hence never will innovate.


This part in Noah's show, the complaining, made me think most.


Another, to my opinion very funny part, is the part where he mentions that it is actually so stupid to know in a foreign language the sentence “I do not speak English”. Je ne parle pas Français; non parlo Italiano; yo no hablo Espaniol, ha, ha, ha. To learn 1 sentence in a foreign language, saying that you do not speak that language. As if the people wouldn't understand otherwise... Do you speak Afrikaans Munashe? It is interesting to hear that language if you listen with “Dutch ears”. And do you know what a Frikkie is?


I am going to sleep Munashe


Sweet dreams


Anne


Letter Munashe to Anne


Monday 3 September 2018


Hello Anne,


it is late afternoon and I spent the day walking up and down a mountain.


Together with Emanuel, Thomas and Nelson. I am worried about myself. I must become crazy. I start to see the fun of walking. Help me, kkkkkk.


We have this mountain behind Angela and Nelson's house. On the other side Takudzwa is living and Thomas mentioned already last week why not walking to Takudzwa going over the mountain instead of walking around.


Nelson mentioned it is not possible because of the rocks but Thomas wanted to see for himself. Or more precise, he wanted to go up to see the view and if possible to walk to Takudzwa or come back. Emanuel too of course. And we are back...


We left very early this morning, walked first to the fields to change the irrigation system before making our way up to the water source and continued from there towards the top. It was actually funny walking with Thomas to the fields. To see him greeting the people and having 2-3 standard sentences small talk. In Shona. That he has to tell me, instead the other way around, what to do with the irrigation system since I don't know. Nelson and Emanuel laughed, standing at the other sprinklers.


Thomas seems to be very happy. He is even humming and singing a little.


This is not what whites do. He had to laugh when I said this and mentioned that whites do hum and sing. Maybe not the ones who are here but in Europe they do. Also whistle at work. Can you whistle Anne? I can't and Thomas made fun out of Emanuel and me today by imitating us blowing air out of his mouth without making a whistling sound.


Walking up was quite exhausting but this time, in contrast to the FCU experience, Thomas was walking slowly. Adapting his pace. I wouldn't have known where to walk but it seemed that he knew exactly where to go. He mentioned, he had a look from beneath. Nelson did not have to give directions. I even had the impression that also Nelson never visited these rocks and is just following to see what happens.


When we arrived at the rocks he asked Emanuel and me if we ever climbed before. Of course not! And here, I got a little scary when Thomas looked at a rock, felt here and there and was almost immediately 2m above us.


Of course he laughed, came back and showed Emanuel how to do it. Both went up and when he saw me hesitating, he came down again and showed me where to place my hand and feet. Actually I do not want to say it, but it was exciting. I am even a little proud that I could do that. Nelson mentioned that he would stay behind with Brownie and watch.


We always climbed a little, not more than 3-4m, walked a while over a ridge, climbed a little higher and so on, until Thomas said we couldn't go further.


I thought “why not?” but realised soon, the moment we had to go down again, why. I didn't realise we went that high and how different, more difficult it is to go down. But I made it. Thanks to Emanuel and Thomas, who was always beneath us and joked that he would catch us when we would fall. More serious, it was good that he mentioned where to place our feet since this is indeed difficult to see.


Back with Nelson and Brownie, Thomas mentioned that mountains give him a lot of energy. Feeling the rocks, finding the places where it seems that the rock is reciprocal to the shape of your hand or body. Feeling the warmth of the sun-heated rock. Or the cold in the shade. The smell it gives off via the moss or weeds. It is as if the rock is talking to you.


He asked us to take a stone in our hand and to focus on our body. To focus on the breathing. To wander around in our body and to really feel what is happening in the different parts. Where the sun shines on our body, where the rock is touching, how it smells. To really feel the stone and to remember this moment. Linking the momentary feeling or experience with feeling the stone in our hand. That when we do feel stressed, at an examination for instance, we should just take that stone in our hand and remember this moment.



[image: ]Do you know about this Anne?


It was indeed relaxed. Also so beautiful to sit on that mountain ridge. Watch the landscape. Search for birds and other animals. The lizards moving in their fast and funny way. Thomas mentioned his experience in the European mountains and it was nice to listen to his stories. From his bag, he took a small binocular. I did not expect much from that small thing but it is amazing what you can see with it. How many details one can see in the distance. We all liked to sit there and the time passed very fast.


We ate the fruits we brought from the fields and I asked Thomas about his life in Europe. Apart from the mountains, he didn't want to say much. Not important, he mentioned. Important is that we are here now on this hill and him being here in Zim. That we can do things together that bring us both further in life.


Later, on our way down, I mentioned my confusion that you also do not know what to do after finishing school Anne, as well as mentioning your situation at home. Thomas mentioned that Europe is also not easy. He liked the description of “emotional desert”. He thinks that it originates from the existence of the welfare system. In contrast to Zim, you are in Europe not dependent on your family. Law enforcement is in place so that you do not need your family clan to obtain a compensation when your neighbours cattle is eating or damaging your crop. You can go to the police who will take care of it. Also a financial support is in place. Although not very luxury, you do obtain money if you are unemployed. Or you will obtain basic medical care if needed. Hence, you don't need your family for that, which automatically results in a distance towards other people. This could explain the coldness, the feeling being in a desert.


Thomas also mentioned the cars and TV. Everybody is sitting alone in his box or in front of his box. Not like here sharing a combi or having no TV (the ZBC channel doesn't count he says). The sharing actually forcing people here in Zim to talk with each other. Therefore, he loves Africa. And of course, he mentioned, with his passport and credit card he has no existential worries.1)
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