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All the things you would picture from an “amazing” trip like this are here: the students are seeing sights
they never imagined; they are bonding with each other and with local people. They are getting up early and
staying up late, laughing and crying and joking their way through weeks abroad. Plenty of photos are being
taken. But this trip is more than a travel program or a community service assignment. We’re here to learn
about the real problems facing the world—and the real innovations that are required to solve them.
Those things don’t usually show up in a photo album. ST O RY A N D P H O T O G R A P H S BY DAV I D T H I E L
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left / l to r: Sam Morse ’15, Lucy Lytle ’15, Nahla Gedeon Achi ’15, Katherine Goguen ’16, and Meghan Mozea ’15 spend their last night in
Tanzania playing with and tutoring the girls from JBFC. top / Children at the Kitongo public school line up for weight and height measurements.
bottom left / The primary school building at JBFC bottom right / Sam Morse ’15 gives and receives dancing lessons from one of the older students at JBFC.
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Kitongo is a tiny village constructed of mud huts with thatched roofs on the southeastern
shore of Lake Victoria. The lake is one of the largest freshwater reserves in the world, but its
water isn’t safe for drinking—or even wading—since it teems with schistosomiasis parasites.
Hills of 100 feet or so, topped with smooth boulders, dot the landscape around the village,
as do patches of forest and field, dirt roadways, and pastures. We have arrived in the first
tentative weeks of the rainy season, so for the two weeks of our visit we experience the
alternating extremes of dust and deluge that define the annual climate.
In the village there is little electricity, and
much of it used to power a PA that blares
music or televised soccer from the local bar—
at all hours. There are almost no lights at
night. Miles away, along the main road, one
might be able to scrounge familiar comforts
like a warm Coca-Cola, but in the village, plastic
lawn chairs are among the only “first world”
goods we see. An exception: the Tanzanians
sport fashion from GAP and J. Crew—clothing
that was donated to Goodwill or the Salvation
Army in America and then sold by the
container-load to resellers in Africa.
The local public school hosts hundreds of
students per teacher—indeed, per room.
Teaching is done in Swahili, but every student
takes a national examination given in English.
The facilities here consist of three buildings
with dirt floors, a latrine that writhes with
snakes, and scant furnishings that are moved
between rooms as needed. Students lack basic
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resources—paper and pencil—eliminating the
possibility of notes, homework, or study outside
of class.
Private homes are one room, with open
fires for cooking, creating a smoky miasma
dangerous to occupants. Extended families
live together, and the array of relatives is difficult
to decipher: shorter lifespans, teenage pregnancy, and malnutrition make age difficult to
discern. Brother? Uncle? Grandfather? This
confusion adds an otherworldly feel to even
brief interactions with the townspeople.
The local population subsists on fishing and
farming. Fisherman in long, wooden boats
trawl the lake, but several drown each year—
victims of a non-swimming culture and the
pressure of constant production with meager
resources. Children and adults suffer from
wasting, bloating, and malnutrition—the
latter being less visually apparent but more
prevalent throughout the community.

top / Fishermen
return at midday,
toting their catch
during a sudden,
brief downpour.
right /
ZZ Salvador ’14
shares his love
of soccer with
children in
the village.
far right /
Dinner
at “Mama
Mariam’s”
house:
rice, beans,
chicken, and
fried dough.

Yet at houses in the village, we are given a
warm welcome—and an enormous feast of
chicken, rice, beans and fried dough treats,
accompanied by sweet tea.
This first lesson has been learned quickly.
The people, despite their extreme poverty, are
gracious and kind, welcoming and happy. The
very language brims with energy and life:
“Jambo!” means “hello!” We are constantly
told “karibu!” (“welcome!” . . . to take . . . to
join in . . . to visit . . . to enter). Poverty, we
discover, even in this extreme, does not equate
with unhappiness—or violence. These people
are not “needy.”

This first lesson has been learned quickly. The people,
despite their extreme poverty, are gracious and kind,
welcoming and happy... Poverty, we discover, does not equate
with unhappiness—or violence. These people are not “needy.”

HOW TO
SPEAK
SWAHILI

/ Maandazi: These “Tanzanian donuts” broke the ice when students visited local homes for dinner.
After all, who doesn’t like donuts? / Maandazi = donuts. / Aandazi = donut.
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Four Problems, Four Projects
We are staying and working just outside the
village, at a unique island of progress: a school
and refuge for girls founded by an inspired
American, who, at just 23 years of age, created
a successful model that he hopes to replicate
throughout Africa. Chris Gates’ Janada Batchelor Foundation for Children (JBFC) focuses
on sustainable development—not temporary
handouts or short-term solutions. Chris considers
the four most important facets of the effort
to be healthcare, education, refuge, and
permaculture. JBFC is structured on these
four pillars; it is a community supported by
permaculture, kept healthy through better
nutrition, and—funded by agriculture and the
skilled work of its students—one that grants an
education outstripping anything else in Tanzania.

Chris has a great deal to teach us about the
real problems facing the world. JBFC is a
perfect lens through which we see the interdependencies of different human systems.
Here, the kids here are healthy and well
educated—and to our surprise, the burden of
their care is not a burden at all, instead being
subsumed within a well-designed system of
self-sufficiency. The students at Chris’s school
are learning more than arithmetic—they are
learning self-reliance.
It is Chris who introduces us to the work
we’ll be doing during our stay, faithfully
describing the connection between our daily
tasks and the long-term, sustainable benefits to
the community—indeed, the world. The thirteen
of us are spread out over many acres, but
we’re together in purpose. There’s lots to do.

Picturing a third-world classroom is one
thing, but teaching in one is entirely another.
We teach classes ranging from leadership
skills to electrical engineering: this is the
“education” pillar of our effort. In the process,
we discover firsthand the challenges of working
in classrooms where resources such as textbooks, pencils, and paper—and even blackboards—are unavailable. Deerfield students
wonder how they can help reinforce students’
skills when the teaching is purely word of mouth.
On the healthcare front, we gather height,
weight, and age for hundreds of Tanzanian
children as part of a longitudinal study on
nutrition. Half of the sample population is
ensured two meals a day—but the other half is
lucky to eat just once. This aspect of the scientific method seems cruel—but there is simply

WATCH THE VIDEO: deerfield.edu/tanzania-education
/ Jambo: Literally, “Greetings!” / Asante Sana: Thank you very much. / Rafiki: Friend / Pole Sana: I’m very sorry.
Each Deerfield student (below, Katherine Chen ’15) was paired with a Tanzanian student for afternoon reading hour; the bonds between students grew quickly.

Not only does our
experience here
defy our expectations,
stereotypes, and
assumptions, but
it awakens us
to a whole sea of
innovation and utility.
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above / Lucy Lytle ’15 teaches science to JBFC students. top
right / A warm smile for Hamburg, Germany, native Mirjam
Keochakian ’15 bottom right / David Kim ’14, the tallest
Deerfield student on the trip, was paired with the tiniest girl
at JBFC in a reading partnership that was beautiful to see.

no more food to provide. While taking measurements, the lack of nutrition shows starkly:
Deerfield students and Tanzanians of the same
age differ in height by as much as a foot.
“Permaculture” is an agricultural approach
that configures plants, livestock, water, and
sunlight, in order to maximize the use of abundant resources, stretch scant resources further,
minimize workload, and improve yield and
nutrition. (The work closely resembles a
combination of The Omnivore’s Dilemma and
The Square Foot Gardener.) We learn that too
much sunlight burns the crops, and there is
too little water to sustain them. The physical
arrangement of plants and animals has a lot to
do with productivity—and the selection of
specimens dawns on us as hands-on genetic
engineering.

And finally, “refuge” sounds soft, but it’s
about having a home, and the emotional and
psychological welfare that results from feeling
welcome and cared for. Without it, none of
our efforts can function, nor do they matter.
Here, we work alongside the matrons of JBFC,
helping to clean and prepare meals, providing
fellowship and emotional support, and building
relationships. After a few days, the children
begin to open up about their physical and
emotional needs, their problems with schoolwork, and more. Without that information,
it’s hard to know how to help.
The work is hard, and the adjustment to
this environment is no small thing. Yet, after
42 hours of flights and drives and layovers,
after bouts of travelers diarrhea and vomiting,
after feeling the astonishing intensity of the

equatorial sunlight, after cold showers and no
electricity, and after meal after meal of the
same beans and rice, everyone is in high spirits.
Despite the scant conditions and tiring days,
the group is ebullient and focused.
What we are seeing here is not like National
Geographic; it is not as foreign and not as tidy.
Not only does our experience here defy our
expectations, stereotypes, and assumptions,
but it awakens us to a whole sea of innovation
and utility. For example, the sources of energy
employed here—and the lack of waste—is
astonishing. And the things we take for granted
back home are shown for what they are:
miraculous.

WATCH THE VIDEO: deerfield.edu/tanzania-healthcare
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Cultural Conversions

Power Plants
There is no grid here, so energy sources are
chosen and mixed with a precision that comes
only from lengthy experience and pure necessity.
Photoelectric solar provides low amperage
daily electricity to some of the JBFC campus;
it charges batteries and powers modern
accoutrements, like lights. Diesel is portable
high-output power for motors, pumps, and
generators . . . but it is difficult to procure, so
it’s used sparingly. Wood fires are used for quick
heat, but coal is used to power the hours-long
efforts in the kitchens.
Slow, yes, but predictable, powerful, and in
endless supply, gravity is an enormous source
of energy here. While diesel is used to pump
water to the top of the hill, it’s gravity that
brings it back down and pressurizes it. Gravity
drives sand and charcoal-based water filtering
systems on campus, and it is gravity that powers
all the irrigation systems we see.
Gravity is at work in less obvious ways too:
JBFC is moving all its animal pens to higher
ground, so that every rainfall will wash manure

into the soil, fertilizing the land below. In
another surprise, we had assumed that rainwater
catchment systems would consist of pipes and
tanks, but that’s not the case. During the rains,
the deluge is drawn across durable surfaces
(packed dirt, stone, etc.), through a subtle
network of berms and swales, allowing gravity
to direct it into the rows and channels that
irrigate crops.
Everywhere, people are performing labors
that would “require” machines elsewhere:
digging, moving material, planting and harvesting. There is a clear sense of connection
between human labor and nutrition—so efficient agriculture is a critical energy source in
the community. That leads us to the biggest
surprise of all: the majority of the energy in
use here is solar, but not electric. Abundant
solar energy is captured with plants, the
plants convert the sunlight to calories, and
humans convert calories to work. When Chris
Gates emphasizes permaculture, what he’s
actually providing is a renewable power plant.
left / a diesel pump, operated every
other day, pumps water to the top of
the hill behind JBFC, filling a tank that
provides irrigation and drinking water
to the school. below, left / the kitchen
and dining space at JBFC has just one
lightbulb, so some work was done using
the flashlights brought by Deerfield
students below, right / solar panels
harvest abundant sunlight to power
modern conveniences, such as lights.
far right/ along the main road

WATCH THE VIDEO: deerfield.edu/tanzania-permaculture
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Kitongo farmers plant corn because of ancestral and spiritual mandate—unaware of the
fact that corn was actually brought here by
Europeans. This directly affects the health of
the community: corn tires the soil and offers
little nutrition, so each year’s crop regresses
the community’s agriculture capacity—and increases its need. The energy equation here is
not renewable (humans are the rechargeable
batteries in the this system, and corn ensures
that their chances at a full caloric recharge
constantly diminish).
Similarly, banana trees, which take a year
to mature, are traditionally planted in rows.
Adopting circular planting—so that water and
fertilizer could be placed in a single, central
location—would reduce banana cultivation
work by 80 percent, but unfortunately, cultural
convention abides, and the rows persist.
(Chris Gates says that local farmers, skeptical
of the permaculture practices at work in JBFC,
have nevertheless begun to slowly, quietly,
copy them.)
And then there’s money. The villagers in
Kitongo have only a little need for cash—for
goods that can’t be grown or traded within the
village. By contrast, JBFC requires cash:
compensating teachers, purchasing medical
supplies, and procuring and maintaining technologies—water filters, solar panels, generators,
and motors, for instance. Here, innovative
thinking is at work: by establishing a fine dining restaurant, JBFC converts their farming
output to cash—at a high markup—while
simultaneously providing their students with
work opportunities and professional development. The restaurant also brings wealthy outsiders to JBFC, where they see and purchase
cottage goods made by students and villagers.
Outside of agriculture, the Tanzanian economy
is powered by exploitative industries like mining
and tourism. Tourists visiting the country to
see its landscapes and animals stay in fancy
bungalows or tent camps—and that mostly
benefits Western owners. Money and natural
resources depart the country at a rapid rate—
and the risks of “economic development” to
Tanzania are only increasing, as China and
America look to East Africa as a new resource:
an African bread-bowl.

Illustration: Brent M. Hale

TOO MUCH LIGHT, TOO LITTLE WATER
The equatorial sunlight in Tanzania is so bright, and the days are so long, that
the ground gets dried and burnt, requiring more irrigation. Sunlight
is abundant, but water is not.
A one acre plot, when
planted with standard
ground crops, results in
one acre of food. A fruit
tree might add an acre’s
worth of leaves to the
plot, yet still not shade
the ground completely:
Now one acre of sunlight
can grow two acres of
crops. Add more layers—
trees, shrubs, and ground
crops—and you might
harvest four or five acres
of crops from a single
acre of ground.
This approach provides
more than density: The
shade of the larger plants
prevents evaporation,
keeping plants and
soil moist and reducing
irrigation requirements.

1

4

3

2

5

1. The JBFC dining hall
drains its dishwater
outside. While not
fit for drinking, this
water is perfectly
suitable for plants.

2. To capture this
“greywater,”
Deerfield students
dug a small canal,
leading from the
dining hall drain
into an open field.

3. The canal descends 4. Manure piled at
as it progresses
the top of the canal
along an inward
provides effort-free
spiral, letting
fertilizer to the
gravity do the work
entire plot.
of distributing the
water.

5. Plantings around
the canal mean easy
access to water and
nutrients—and each
plant filters sunlight
for its neighbors.
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The People
The Maasai that act as security at JBFC are
gentle, unusually quiet men, dressed in plaid
shuka. When they speak, they speak a little
English, a little Swahili, and a third language
of their own. Each carries a golf-club-sized
hardwood stick, worn smooth through years
of handling. Traditionally, the Maasai are
nomadic, pastoral people—famous for lion
hunting—and so rugged and successful are
they at surviving in unforgiving conditions,
that Oxfam recommends their methods
be examined as defense against climate
change. Yet here they are carrying our bags.
One Massai man has become the maître de at
JBFC’s restaurant. Are we exploiting them, or
are they exploiting us?
We can’t help but note that JBFC, in some
ways, resembles an antebellum southern
plantation. (Chris Gates finds this analogy
exciting, because it means we’re thinking
about these problems from both sides: we “get
it.”) The twist is that Chris, already planning
his next location for development, is insistent
that local people run the organization. Further,
he only admits students to JBFC if they plan
to remain in Tanzania.
And what of the volunteers? “Voluntourists?”
Do they help or hurt—and is that what we
are? It’s hard to tell. When we arrived at
JBFC, the younger girls ran to embrace us,
asking questions and offering friendship with
all the precociousness you’d expect from the
under-tens. In contrast, the older girls are not
just circumspect: they are—rightfully—suspicious. They have learned that groups like ours
appear for a couple weeks, form “friendships
that last a lifetime,” have “amazing, life changing
experiences” . . . and then pretty much forget
all those feelings on the flight home.
Yet, on the last night of our trip, the older
girls appear—singing and weeping at our
impending departure. They share their stories
with us, as a final lesson to carry on our way.
In the hysteria, it becomes difficult to discern
heartfelt emotions from teenage drama. But
the effect is the same. We decide we’re not like
the others. We plan “Tanzania Tuesdays” back
at Deerfield. We’re going to write letters and
raise funds. We’ll never forget what we’ve
learned here. (continued on page 21)
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clockwise,
top left / Older
JBFC students;
Maasai security guard;
girls in the JBFC dining
hall—freshly painted
by Deerfield students;
despite the stark
conditions of the local
school, the children are
joyful—and fascinated
with cameras; the
prinicpal of the local
school is warm, friendly,
and big on formality.
The Deerfield group was
formally introduced
to each teacher in the
school. The bottlecaps
on the principal’s desk
are collected to make
“counting necklaces”
for younger students
working on integers.

/ Habari! A greeting, literally: “News?!”
/ Nzuri: The “everything is good” response
to a greeting of “habari.” / Ndio/Hapana: Yes/No

In diaries and blogs, Deerfield students captured
and reflected upon their Tanzanian experience as it occurred…

Countdown till the end:
3 days,
72 hours left.
So much to do, so little time.
As Katherine Chen, sitting next to me, stresses over all the things that she has left to
do at JBFC in such a short amount of time, the reality dawns on me that this trip is
coming to an end. I always knew that this blissful feeling of living in Tanzania with the
JBFC girls would have to come to a close, but I never anticipated that it would come so
swiftly and unexpectedly.
Sitting on the floor during Prayer Circle I begin to tear up. I am able to keep myself
from crying, but just barely. I try to push the thought of leaving out of my head, but it
is impossible. I know now that eventually I will have to leave. The girls continue to
sing; they are spectacular. Their voices rise above my sad thoughts and lift my spirits.
Nakupenda, nakupenda! (I love you, I love you!) It is impossible to remain sad while
looking at something so beautiful. I realize that being in Tanzania has been the experience
of a lifetime. I will never feel this way again. For maybe the first time in my life I really
feel that I have a purpose. I am doing something to help others and there is no other
feeling like it. Helping these girls and being a part of their lives for even a short amount
of time gives me an inexplicable feeling that is much more powerful than just happiness. But the closest explanation that I have is pure blissfulness.
Truthfully, I don’t want to leave. The joy that the girls exude engulfs everyone
around. I have been completely surrounded by the delight of these girls. They are close
and comfortable, I feel safe and warm in their company. It makes me incredibly sad to
think of having to leave this place.
“Time is pretty precise.” Ms. Cabral
We still have so much to do in the constrained time that we have. We must complete
the painting of the dining hall with the girls as well as continuing the greywater
system. Connecting with the girls is an ongoing process and I look forward to more
time one-on-one with them. These experiences have forever shaped me and these last
few days will continue to change my perspective and my life.
Sadly, this can’t last forever.

Meghan Mozea ’15

19

The Reciprocal
Nature of Service
—Nahla Gedeon Achi ’15
This trip to Tanzania exposes us, thirteen Deerfield students, to the
realities of extreme rural poverty and to the difficulties people face in
developing countries. We came to JBFC to do “service;” we teach
classes and cook food and plant trees and dig canals. We brighten a
girl’s day by making a friendship bracelet or by reading a book or by
learning Swahili. But, in the grand scheme of things, our impact in
alleviating rural poverty is minimal. What is more important is the
perspective we gain on this trip, because, maybe, in the future, this
perspective will empower one or two or three of us to really dedicate
him or herself to addressing an issue prevalent in third-world countries.
I realize this is a broad statement. Basically, I am trying to say that the
service we do here is reciprocal in the sense that we gain the knowledge and understanding to do something “big” by ourselves in the future.
Here is a snapshot of Esther’s past: As a four-year-old, Esther
arrived at JBFC weighing sixteen pounds. She was extremely malnourished. Yet tonight, she was the one feeding me—ironic, yes, but
she was doing me a service. We all know the saying “money doesn’t
buy happiness” and we all realize that people can be happy with very
little. Until tonight, however, my everyday mindset hadn’t really
soaked this reality in. I am grateful to Esther for the part she played in
ensuring
that, in the future, I will never forget this reality.
In diaries and blogs, Deerfield students captured and
In
Kitongo,
if kids miss lunch at school (six did yesterday), they
reflected upon their Tanzanian experience as it occurred…
can’t just dig into their backpack for a granola bar or go back home and
grab a cookie from the shelf. Yet regardless of how little they have,
these kids persevere in their enthusiasm and
It is dinnertime. I am sitting on the steps just outside the dining hall. the eagerness with which they tackle everyThe plate in front of me is filled with beans and rice and I am about to day activities. Every boy and girl at this school
begin eating with my spoon. Esther saunters over and drops herself will respond to your greeting with a smile. As
down next to me. After some Swahili-English practice with the words long as they have the basic necessities for
“beans” and “rice” and “spoon,” Esther turns her attention to the con- survival, they are happy. So, the next time I
tents of my plate. According to her, my bean to rice ratio is completely shop online for a new sweater or order a meal
off. After seeming troubled for a couple seconds, she comes up with a at a restaurant, I will pause and remember
solution: She forms small balls of rice with her hands and transfers their smiles and Esther. I will think of that
them from her plate to mine. To ensure that I eat them, she pries the dinnertime moment before using things I don’t
spoon away from me and urges me to eat with my hands. When I slow necessarily need.
I have this bizarre belief that if we, people
down my eating pace, she compensates by actually bringing the food up
living in developed countries, all slightly
to my mouth. In that moment, the roles seemed reversed.
I can’t define exactly what these roles are; a close approximation altered our perspective on spending in this
would be “the person helping” and “the person being helped.” Before way, global issues (poverty, lack of water and
leaving for this trip, we talked a lot about the way in which service sanitation, malnutrition, lack of education, etc.)
should be delivered. In the context of NGO-colonialism, people argue would slowly improve. Realistically, there are
that service should be aimed at providing individuals or communities too many factors that play into creating these
with the tools to help themselves rather than directly helping them with issues… (but) if the people here can live with
donations of money or food or medicine. As a group, we agreed that for so little, surely I can restrict myself, and, by
service to be beneficial, the person providing it should understand the restricting myself, I may help to break the
different factors that play into the problem they are trying to address. vicious cycle that drives some people into poverty
Service should be reciprocal, with both sides gaining something from it. in the first place. //
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The trip was not about guilt
or entitlement. It was not a
group of haves, trying to help
the have-nots. Instead, it was a
gateway to innovative thinking
and real problem solving—
borne from witness and direct
experience. The issues of
energy and resources,
of culture and tradition,
of exploitation and assistance,
are central to Africa’s development—
and to our own.

WATCH THE VIDEO: deerfield.edu/tanzania-refuge
/ Asante Sana: Thank you very much.

It’s Complicated
One thing we’ve learned is that it’s complicated.
We’ve gained a new understanding of systems
thinking, externality, unintended consequences,
and untapped potential. The trip was not about
guilt or entitlement. It was not a group of haves,
trying to help the have-nots. Instead, it was a
gateway to innovative thinking and real problem
solving—borne from witness and direct experience. The issues of energy and resources, of
culture and tradition, of exploitation and assistance, are central to Africa’s development—and
to our own.
Deerfield students are thoughtful and caring,
worldly in their youth, and still full of the sort of
naïve idealism that can sometimes move mountains.
But the comfortable airline seat, widely available
hot showers, and the distraction of iPhones—let
alone the pressures of schoolwork and college

prepration—drives a wedge between the immediacy
of our third-world experiences and the follow
-through we all imagined. The emotional intensity
of that last night has faded. We haven’t written letters.
We haven’t raised funds. We haven’t sent anything.
But we haven’t forgotten what we’ve learned.
And that’s why it’s so important for Deerfield to
go back. While it’s exciting to see new places, and
the joy that comes from service has no duplicate,
these Deerfield students learned that this trip was
about understanding their own responsibilities to
the world. The issues of sanitation, sustainability,
education, and healthcare in Tanzania are stark—
but the same issues exist at home. And by seeing
how the Tanzanians leverage meager resources,
we gain strategies for handling our own.
How was the trip? It wasn’t just “amazing” . . .
it was more. //
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