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Dear Friends of Africa,            August 2022 

 This morning I was driving on the way to the building site where I am renovating 
some newly acquired structures into teacher quarters. My foreman was in the front with 
me and was reading off the messages on the instrument panel of my car. He nudged me as 
he pointed to the place where it said, ‘Outside Temperature’ and it read 10oc.  I told him it 
was true, and he buttoned the top button of his jacket and watched his breath fog before his 
eyes. He consoled himself with the remark that it would be warmer come August. 

 I may have mentioned in one of the former letters of the encounter of Mr. Julius 
Nyerere the first president of Tanzania with Father Walsh who was the Headmaster of 
Pugu Secondary School in Dar es Salaam.  Pugu was a prestigious Catholic Boys school and 
Mr. Nyerere was one of the grand team of teachers who were mostly Holy Ghost Fathers 
from Ireland. However, as time marched on the dream of an independent Tanganyika 
outside the vast scope of the British colonial system became an urgent political issue in the 
minds and hearts of the Tanganyika people. Julius was one of the prophets in that colonial 
era and became more vocal and determined in demanding Independence. Father Walsh had 
a heart-to-heart talk with Julius Nyerere telling him it was time for him to make a choice 
between politics and his role as a teacher. Mr. Nyerere gave in to the belief and dream of an 
independent Tanganyika and chose to pursue the road to Independence. But it was not the 
end of the comradeship between himself and Fr. Walsh however. Not many years past into 
the newly minted independent Tanganyika and a National University of Dar es Salaam was 
inaugurated and a not unlikely individual was named by the president Julius Nyerere the 
chancellor of   the university by the name of Father Walsh. The school the two had left 
behind did not fare well in the thrilling days of the newly independent Tanzania. On one of 
my trips to Dar es Salaam I made a sentimental journey to Pugu and a visit to the beautiful 
chapel that had graced the school campus. There was a bit of ruckus emanating from the 
lofty red brick edifice and as I entered scores of table tennis tables had replaced the row 
upon row of church pews were all going on full swing amid a cacophony of cheers and jibes 
of the players punctuated with the staccato of table tennis paddles batting plastic balls. I 
was truly saddened with this swift conversion of that once sacred place into a noisy 
brawling playroom. A very sad memory comes to mind now when thinking about Holy 
Ghost Fathers of Father Walsh’s Congregation when five of them were killed in a car 
accident on the Nairobi Mombasa Road in Kenya.  The Holy Ghost Congregation has been a 
powerful Christian influence worldwide. They are truly a global wide missionary 
community and can be sent it seems to any part of the globe to fulfill a Christian mission 
function for example Ducane University in the USA. 

I recall an instance of just this when I met a Holy Ghost Father in the 99% Islamic coastal 
town of Bagamoyo. The pastor had done his term as a novice in the same area in the 
Usambara mountains like ourselves at Mazinde Juu, so we were not strangers. On my 
return trips from Dar es salaam I would generally spend the night at his tiny mission and 
get an early start the next morning for the 200-kilometer drive to Mazinde Juu. I had just 
begun the initial opening of our school at that time, and he lamented the fact that he had no 
place to send his young girl converts to a Christian school. He begged me for five 5 places 
for his Christian girls at Mazinde Juu. I agreed and they did well in their schoolwork and 
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were good examples of Christian girls when they were home on leave. Each succeeding 
year Father Bayo would ask for five more places and with an enrolment of only 40 students 
per year his contingent was growing, and he needed more places for his girls.  I was getting 
a bit peeved now and braced myself to give Father Bayo an ultimatum that the 5 places a 
year was beyond my means, and he had better start his own school. And that is just what he 
did and in a matter of just a few years his school at Bagamoyo Marian Girls was one of the 
top performing schools in the country. It was soon followed by Bagamoyo Boys, a 
vocational training institute and a university of many storied buildings overlooking the 
Indian Ocean toward the Island of Zanzibar. In the mid 1850’s the Sultan of Zanzibar 
granted the Holy Ghost Fathers a tract of land where they could establish a mission at 
Bagamoyo, which was the final station on the slave trade bringing slaves and ivory from the 
interior. With hospitals and schools, the missionaries were able to ransom many of the 
captives and rehabilitate them to normal living. They also had a very ambitious plan to 
build a chain of mission stations from the coast at Bagamoyo to extend deep into 
Tanganyika’s  lake region which they achieved with a string of missions providing schools, 
hospitals and various training centers. Their reach extended into Kenya and Uganda and 
traveling missionaries provided for the spiritual and human needs of wandering tribes of 
the Masai people. Some of the grand plan was accomplished but with the onset of the 
Independence movement in the East African countries many modifications took place. But 
the overall impact of the Holy Ghost Fathers and Sisters still vibrates within the society and 
at present all of the religious congregations here are now mostly the indigenous African 
members. So we have now curiously a majority of the so called White Fathers who are 
black Africans. 

Today is the 28th of July and our secretary has reminded me that our monthly mission letter 
is due. I do not have much facility on a computer keyboard and have often had the sad 
experience of a full page of text suddenly, disappear into a pale blue haze instead of my 
recorded recollected events in my life as an African missionary. So, our secretary Mama 
Halima dutifully deciphers my scrawling handwriting into legible English whereby the 
mission message can be reread in the English speaking world. It is also translated into a 
captivating German version by a homebound missionary Father Beda Horning based in our 
Archabbey St. Ottilien who sends me by return mail his masterful translation. On reading 
Father Beda’s translation, I must admit that I yearn for that ability he has to not just to 
translate the letter, but to transform it into another charming but authentic rendition. I 
must also humbly admit that many times when I have to call mama Halima to discern what 
I have written in my own mother tongue. 

 Today July 28th was departure day for all the students with the exception of Form 
Two and Form Four students who have to remain till the 18th August to take their final 
State exams. We had a departure Mass and Blessing for all the students where I remind the 
students to be a boon to their families and not just another consumer and a couch warmer. 
Usually, the Headmistress blesses each bus load of students with Holy water praying for 
their safe journey home. 

 Today as the buses passed me on the road with all these hundreds of students 
waving out the windows in their bright yellow uniforms and winking fingers, I was 
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reminded of some prehistoric caterpillar creeping down our school drive into the sunlight 
bathing the main highway homeward bound for all those delighted smiling  faces. Our 
school pet dog Gifty is most forlorn now bereft of all those pats and scratches she gets from 
the dog lovers. It is remarkable that she knows exactly where among over a thousand 
students she will get a gentle pat on head and a scratch behind the ear. Our Headmistress 
has also a remarkable insight and memory to recall not just a student’s name but her 
parents and the academic performance of the girl in question. A blessed gift that I admit I 
envy. I remember all you generosity and support of our effort to enable our students to be 
able to gift into society the qualified performance they have done while they have been 
here at Mazinde Juu.  

 With our sincere gratitude for your being with us on this grand life’s journey. 

Father Damian 

 

 

Six Mazinde Girls among the top 10 nationwide 


