
Dear Friends of Africa,                                            December 2022 

 I have just read in the National Daily News that only 45% of this years graduating class 

from form VI will receive government loans for their college level education. This situation will 

have serious repercussions on our graduates from form VI. There are few families which can 

come up with an extra 5 to 6 million shillings  ( 1US $ = 2,600 TShillings )  to cover a year’s 

college expenses. I believe all of our teachers at Mazinde Juu both men and women have a 

portion of their monthly salary deducted for the re- payment of their student loans. 

 In Dar es Salaam and throughout the country there is a serious water shortage and even in 

the swanky hotels, there will be an open bucket of water alongside every sink. At Mazinde Juu 

we are blessed with abundant spring water which has been sequestered and preserved in the 

recesses of our mountain forests. Recently a bauxite mining outfit had sent a delegation to the 

Lushoto area to educate, our people on the benefits to be procured by the community through the 

mining of bauxite.  Bauxite by the way is the raw material for aluminum. We have been battling 

with these mining groups for more than 30 years. But they still keep coming back with glowing 

promises of jobs and dubious hefty financial benefits. At school we have done a good bit of 

research and background study of the bauxite and mining industry in general. At first our local 

people were bedazzled with the blandishments of the mining industry even to the extent of 

accepting bribes to allow the miners to come in and exploit the good earth. But the reality of 

what will remain of the good earth when the miners leave is now first and foremost the concern 

of our people. Most recently representatives of a German Bauxite mining concern came to 

discuss the issues with the school authorities. The Bauxite people had come on invitation from 

the District commissioner. All 1400 of our students and staff of 45 and our steady workers were 

assembled in the school courtyard to hear the bauxite speaker’s  presentation. 

  After the team of 6 visitors had made their pitch the workers had the first opportunity to 

present their views. I was amazed to see and hear the workers presentation.  Many students had 

produced colorful posters “Mazinde Juu can’t live with bauxite mining”. Six of the form VI girls 

each had prepared an 8 minute speech to protest the mining proposal. It was really an awe 

inspiring presentation by our girls without a note or paper reference to hear them lay bare the 

hypocrisy of the mining people and their financial interests over the concerns of the local people 

their way of life their heritage and their graves. One girl wound up her talk directly facing the 

mining representatives with the single line. “You make off with our bauxite and leave us with 

holes in the ground.”  

 At the end of the meeting the mining officials expressed with dismay that they had 

expected only a brief meeting with the school authorities and not the whole school community. 

Later that day Sister Eveta our school Headmistress was informed by the District Commission 

that the Mazinde Juu Community would not be invited to the meeting of the bauxite 

representatives and the villagers at Magamba which is also the location of Mazinde Secondary 

School. I was in awe and admiration with the presentation by one of our carpenters Miraji by 

name He had 5 sheets of foolscap with dates, names and witnesses of the duplicity of the mining 

industry in their unrelenting drive for mining privileges. His masterly work as a carpenter is as 

equally accurate and precise as his presentation of the devastation that would befall us with a 

mining operation within our community. I never tire of gazing on the handiwork of this carpenter 

and particularly climbing and descending on his masterly contrived stairways.   

            One of my personal sources of discomfort and peace of mind and living is to tell a child 

that her marks on the initial test would not get her in a position to join our schools. I have two of 

them who did not qualify to open the doors for their acceptance into the main stream of the 



academic functions of the schools. Maybe it suggests to me now of setting up a program of 

somehow boosting the performance of a child so she can join up at a later date. Just this week 

two charming little girls came into my office with the same issue for me to somehow resolve. For 

poor children of whom there are hosts we can always somehow make do. But the lack of 

academic performance is a problematical hindrance for scholastic activities. One tiny  little 

person sat with her mother in my office and pleaded her cause to study at one of my schools 

either here at Mazinde Juu or Kongei which  was founded some years later at the request of the 

local people and the Bishop at that time. When I suggested that the girls could apply at the local 

government secondary school this tiny mite of a girl piped up and declared. “I can’t  stand being 

in a classroom with a bunch of boys.  So that declaration has left me stymied to the writing at 

this moment. But I said to myself that this tiny girl was going places and what is needed be done 

to get her there?   

 The current President of Tanzania is now its first woman incumbent, Madam Samia . She 

has outdone herself in providing college scholarships for girls education sponsoring 640 girls and 

68 of our former graduates now benefit from her munificence. The first President of Tanzanina 

,Julius Nyerere only offered 10 scholarships and 4 Mazinde Juu  girls have benefited from his 

thoughtful nod to education. He prided himself with his title ‘Mwalimu’ Nyerere that is 

‘Teacher’ more commonly used than his baptismal name of Julius. I have also experienced a 

special relationship here in Africa which is quite unique. And that goes back also to Mwalimu’s 

(Julius Nyerere) fondness of being so addressed. Former students invariably will be unabashed to 

call out to me as ‘mwalimu wangu’ ‘my teacher’ and introduce me to his friends. It also happens 

when stopped by a traffic police officer who happened to be in one of my classrooms years ago 

to forget all about a possible traffic violation and delight in recalling old times in the classroom 

together and invariably introducing me to his fellow officers. This is Father Damian he was my 

teacher at, Namupa or Nsumba or Magamba secondary school as the venue happened to be.  

 May the good Lord keep you and bless you for your steadfast support for His children in 

Africa. Sincerely Fr. Damian Milliken. 
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